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Candidates for Fame Shs ne're could pain 

Yu Name of VVITS, till youdarſt be 5 ane; 
Nov get the knack on't, till che Svitry Debi 

_ vers yeu 4 ſmarineſi'on # Theme Spas bil, 

— by elated Strains, ranght fe 

Some piece of clay, 'bobdbim vibes bobs praiſes 

And having loft the _ ous 

By flett mes to ſet for «ce; 

& wyrgp ders Cs detids h F$ 

Tho Scripture Pile , and all that's prot Befiat, © 

Let fall your $banton pens, and bluſh to ſee 

Tour /1s's out-done by Sacred Poetry. - ad 37.01 

Let all $6513-braxged, ſavo'ring things divine, JT 

Come ſuck thie TEAT, that yields bath Milk and PVine. 

Loe depths, $8%':re Bla teby {Vim yet here 

The bSeakefl Lamb of Chrift Shades bbitbout fear z 

And you great $bo bathe in. 
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Ft have'l ſeen ſuxuriant Vitieus Vit 
'A vvanton Rape'on a fair Muſe commity 


Ar once'diftaining 


by leyd Poerrie - 


The VVritersPaper-ſheets and Readers Eye. 


And may nec 1-oblige 


the chrice three Muſes, 


Chaſtly to ſerve wy nt 3mn47h Rn 


Is hey grave Body of 


Leſs currant or the fe of Por 
ort and 


Are Truthts, for being ſh 


Yveet; leſs _ 


Or Streams, for running finootÞ.,y, leſs profound? | 


Dafbid; x Prophet, yet in Verſe. excels; 
*Ivvas Biechfraftrr —_—_ Cancicles: | 
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' FATHER: 
on that begia'ft all things, begin my verſes, 
My vvords are vvind; - Thy vvords are vvorksg 
” Thov'lr lightneſs find, VVhere darkneſs lurks 

My Pen and Ink may me, not Thee, rehearſe. 
My Pea is but a:Feather'd vanity, 
Like me that vvrite ; Tet ſhall this feather, 
f thou'le indire, Help rae fly thirber - | 
l e Angels yvings make Pens beyond the sky, 
Curahige ins Jack hue preſents mine _ 
Ink's not moredark, Ink's not more black; 
One bean, one ſparke Supply this lack. 
Father of Ligths, novy ſhovv thy perfect Are. 
Lord tea ſpeak, and I'll not hold my peace, 
VVhich if 7 ſhould; The tones vvould come; 
Though deaf, yer vvquld , | They got be-dumby 
Break into praiſes, tonic heart, for theſe, 
No man hath ſeen thee; Father-burt He vrho 
Did ſometime come ky Thy eg 
Thy boſome from, y Looking-glaſs, 
Hee's the viſe Child, ther. doch h 8 Father knovy., 
VVho elſe: lings chee, ſings yrhar he hath not ſeen; 
My Verſe hath feet, - And fain vvquld run 
Thy praiſe ro meet; - But, letthe Sun 
Should hurt vveak fight, the Clouds do incerveen, 
Thien may 1 inthy Son thy ſelf diſcover ; 
Sure Hee, the Mirrour, That ſhevvs thy face, 
Prevents mine errour ; Chriſts fleſh like glaſs 
A brighter Glory, bur unſegn, doth cover, Fu 
Yu. oo A 3. _. 


. DE _FRTOTK _ 
—— — —— 
8ince then ] muſt be file "or begin © 
Tofing th Unſeen ; Farher of Mercies, 
That ſet'ft the ſcreen, F Verſes; 
O thou that vail/ſt their ſubject, vail cheir fin. 
Father's avvord my child earn firſt to mutrer, 
And thy child too, Thy neyv born Babe 
Firſtthing'r can do Is racryiAb; 

But both come laſt to knovy vvhar firſt they utter, 
Thou art the Father of unathyo that made 
That vyomb on earth, "Th tFaghery, 
Did give him birth; And kts the rather, ' 

He bee'ng begot, vvhere He no Motber had. 

Then ſhal{T call chee Father ? Lord, thy Son 
VVas call*dnoleſs Before his birth; 

Prophets confeſs He had onearth 
His children, ſeed, and generation. 

Th Eternal Father call vve thee ? or rather 
Thy Child, thy Son Born to reſtore us , 

Thine Holy One Giv'n to us for us? 
I'll call Thee-rh"Everlaſting Fathers Father, 

All that's ia God is God ;\ and needs muſt be. 
Thou mad'ſt mine eyes, Could'lſt thou forbear 
Thy ſelf to ſpie? Orſoto rear 
The bleſſed Image of thy ſelf in Thee ? 

Surely thou couldſt no morethy ſelf nor vievr; 
Then, Lord, not love Thy ſelf vyhen ſeen; 

From vyhence thy Dove, As hatcht bervyeen 
Thy face and Looking glaſs, ſprung forth and flevv, 

Then ſhall I'not beleey Thow'rt One, yet Three, 

Father, and Son, And ſacred Spirit, 

That equal run, One blifs inherit ? 

Lord, Th beliey Thee ſurely ſuch to bee, 

& Ter thow'rr the Father till; Thoſe ſparkling things, 

Are Sons of God; "Thoſe vvinged flames 

That fly abroad, (Thou knovw'ſt their names) 

Made vvithoutBodjes, made all face and yvings. 
Faces they have, and eyes, and tongues, yvithall - 

To ſce and fing: - But O their Grace! 

A fixfold wing 'To wet 3s wh face! 

VVile, happy, humble, obcdiential, 
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FATHER. | 


Poor Landrevings ry ; Verſes on foot 
Reach Seraphims? _ They cannoc do't; 
Lord, nevv, if ever, make my Muſe 
Or if I mayn't have vvings, and ſakeep fight 
Of cheſe bright flames, Shades of thy glory, 
| Tet tell's cheir names, | Andcell's their tory 3 
And lend's aquil, dear Dove, and1'll go vvrite. 
VVrue Angala Lock 'tisdone : but oye are they? 
Servants, or ſons? Subjects, or Ki 4 
Footſtools, or =—_ ? Inferiour 
Or Principalities ? VVhat ſhall 1 = 
Sqmetimes I hear thee call chem Elohim ; 
Tet they vvere made : Theſe plumed things 
Are but the ſhade Of thy bright vyings, 
Before vvhoſe Sun-ſhine, all theſe Stars are dim. 
Somerines't ſhould ſeem, ghar they but ſervants are 3 
Or Miniſters To ys) upon 
Salyations heirs, And guard thy Throne: 
Tet theſe ſtand cover/d, vvhere thy ſons ſtand bare. 
Servants they are, and yer Dominions : 
Each holds his Crovun By caſting it 
Moſt humbly dovyn Before thy feec. 
Father, thy Throne's erged an the Thrones. 
Thouſands of thouſands of the finite Gods 
On ev'ry fide, I mean che Cherubs, 
VVhen thoudoſt ride, Some (ſerve for ſtirrups, 
And ſome thou holdeft in thy hands for rods. 
Arch+Angels, Angels, tha lix-vvinged Nation, 
Scand trembling, Lord,  Preſt to obey 
Their Makers vvord; . And glad, they may 
By all their running but maintain their 
Theſe san't forget char early Funeral 
Theſe can't forger Thaſe Moring-ftars, 
That roſe and ſet, VVhoſe inbred yvars 
Blevv u themſelves. But ——— gh their fall! 
Tet.chou' 'reche ay v fill : cheſe Abſoloms 
.. beeings had And beguties, Lord, 
/But not their trade Nor Traitors Syyord 
From Thee, from vyhom all good, and only com: 
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EDIT dn Dan * Trould frm wh under 

Their Angels yvings* Each laid ſome evil - | 

{Oh yvretched things!) © And harch*tIDevil, | 

And fo by finning fing'd their vvings. VVhat vvonder ? Th 
Thy fine vvhite linnen, Lord, fin burnt tatinder. | , 


Satan's thy creature ,* 'But novv doth vyant vV 

Firſtform and feature, ' ' Oh miſcreans!' Lil 

Thou mad'| him bright, but fin curn'd all to finder, (An 
Tet thou'rt the Father till : thoſe $tars in vievy, 

Lanterns hung out In all'mens fight Te 

Thy Court about, © Thoſe various lights, Ti 

Father of Lights ! thy dvyelling clearly ſhevy. Hi 
That golden Globe comes trundling from thine handy 

Father, 5 ſait  ThouSun of mine H 

RunEaſtand VVeſt, Ceaſe nor to ſhine E; 

Rounding my Bovvling-green of Sea and Land. T 


Thae burniſhe filver Ball*s hurPd forth by Thes! 
That Moon af thine Thar alyvays ranges, T 
Doth fit and ſhine In conſtant changes, L 
Says plainly: He that changerh not, mademe, 1 

The Pleiades, clufter of fix, call'd feven ; 


The Signs tvvice fix ; The-errant Train : þ 
The Stars, that fix :; The Northern VVain I 
And all the Conſtellations of the Heaven : : 


The great Orion vvith thoſe bands of his: 
Stars Great and Leaſt: The Milkie vvay, 
VVith all ch&Reft, Doth plainly ſay, 
Thar He, vvhoſe breaſts drop Lights, their Father is : | 

Th' ArcheExpanſe, vvhoſe props vvha can deſcry ? 
That furging Roof, AndSaphire-cieling 
Teelgs ample proof Ta allmens feeling, 

Jr had its riſe from Thee, O thou moſt High | 

Thoſe ſtately Offices all on a rovy, 
Scartding : was Thy ſpangled Covrt, 

And yet vvithout For greater Port; © * 
Thee, Father of Heay'ns Family, do fhody. 

There ſtands thy Minging-houfe, thy Bulloign, Oy 
From 'ts place of birth; ' Vapours, 1 mean, * 
Frqm droſfie earth Are there made cleane ; 

, he heoplaſtiatud cad monks. 


{Gems in great ſtore |” Of orient'hue: DOR 

'[VVho can count 'o're Thy Pearls of devv } : ; 
Thy golden Lightnings? orchy filyerRainz 
There ſtandsthy VVardrobe.' Lord;ehe purple ſhrouds, 

VVhich chou doſt uſe, * And dapled skie, | 


Like Ermins, ſheyvvs Thy Majeſty. 
gold fring'd clouds, 


- | And vvhen thou vvilt thou'vvear'ſt 
There ſtands thy ftable-room. © Sometimes thy mind's 
To ride abroad; Thar men beloyy, 

There is'a God ' Above, may knovy, 

Hearing the neighings of thy proncing vrinds, 

There's thyDiſtillatorie.  Thence thou doſt L 
Heav'ns drops diſtill © In ſuch grear tore, - 
Earth drinks its flt” TilFenceds no more. 

Then the cold aſhes are caft forth in Froſt. 

There ſtands thy yreat Confectionary. - Therg 

Thoſe heaps of Snovy, «© Double-retin'd, 

Do clearly ſhovv And bring to mind; 

That they belong to th' Great Confecioner, 

'Tis He, that makes thoſe Froftvyorks. He, that makes 
Moiſt Drops, vvhen caſt In's confit mold, 

Hail tones atlaſt , - VVhen they grovy cold, 

'Tis He that candies all the Icie flakes. 

There ſtands thy Magazine. Thoydoft ere 

Thy f:ming forges, Andthere prepare 

Thy ſhafts and ſeourges, VVeapons of VVar 

VVhich, vvhey thou vvilr, thy rebel foes correct. 

Storms, tempeſts, thunders, thunder-bolrs vvith theſd, 
Great and ſmall ſhort, Brimſtone and fire, 

Father, vehat not? If thon require, 
Dart thence to chaftiſe thoſe Sz hes diſpleafe. 

VVhole Egypt from thy ftorm of Hailfyor runs. 

His Heathen-Head That Royal flave 

Slunk under-bed, VVhen th* Heavens gave 

But one round volley from chy greater guns. _ 
Thon'rt the Rains Father. Froſt thou haft geadred?} = 
VVhat Profe, or Verſes . Can berter ſhevy 
Thy tender Mereies, Then melting Devy ? 


lug ſheyes thine Heart; and hoaryfroſt thine Head, ' * © * 
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—_ begnr me, fas thefaors 
WL, hr > [4 manks 
The Thunder boaſts 


I carry Fathers Colours, "ap 9g the ——ciang 

So thou're che Fether ſtill: Lord, *ris alledg'd 
By th ſeacher'd Hoaſts , That here and there / 
Th' Aerial coaſts And Quarters bear, 


Under thy vvings they yvere both hatch'd and fledg'd. _ 


That Bird of Paradiſe, Lord, thou mwſt ovve it. 
VVith chattring cryes Svyalloyvs and Crancs | 
Plead, th' O-: BY vvide Did hatch our Brains, 
And He, cacmade ur ſeaſon, made%us knoyr it. 

*Tvvas God Ali-ſeeing, made my piercing E 
Doth the Eagle ſay. To th' God of Love _ 
Our broods vye lay,, Saith Stork and Dove; 

IF theſe be ours, ſure vve're thy progenie. 

VVith early riſits and ſalutes from Earch 
Up the Lark cl; bs , As if it meant, 

VVith Seraphims Of high deſcent 

By vieing notes and yyings, prove equal ah 
umed Oftriches |< their yo 

But thou, their Father, VVith careful => iy 

Their Eggs thoſt gacher Laidin the ſand, 

Hatching to life, and hiding chem from yvrong. 

The goodly Peacock yvith his Argus-train, 

His Angels plumes, His vvell- ſer. border, 
Strongly preſumes To th' God of Order, 
Unto yvhoſe pomp this ſplendour doth retain, 

The cumbling Deeps vvhere all the vyaters gather 
Rougdly declare That Name of His, 
VVhoſe Counſels are The Great Abyſs; 

Seas ſvvell too big to ovvn'a meaner Father. 

Surely the Ocean's thine. Lord is itnot? 
Thou bid'R it boyle, Butnot boyle o're ; 

And't does recaile VVithin the ſhore, 
Thou doſt both furniſh, Lord, and ſalt the For. 


Thou Great-houſe keeper , muſt the Fiſh pond ovve, 


VVhoſe bancks and thores Are Rocks and lands, 
VVhoſe fulneſs ſtores - All Coaſts and Lands, 
For thou the greateſt Family canſt ſhovy, 


Under the c of thoſe raging Sea» 


Thoſe armed Bands ſcale 

Like Armour ftands, Or Male) 

March here and there ſecurely as they pleaſe. 
Leviathan that movingMaount.or Fort, 


VVho canderide Storms 
Of Sons of pride Thou call't Him King 3 
There tumbles he to make his Maker ſport. 
So thou'rt the Father (till, Ev'n Earth can cry 
From Cliffs and Mountains, Hills bigh and ſteep ; 
Springs, Mines, and Fountains - That run ſo deep, 
Hovy deep's thy vviſdom, Lord? thy povv'r bovy high? 
Thou gay'ſt the Rocks their Riſe. Springs ſprang from thee. 
Great Archite&! Earths Fabrick fair 
Thoudidteret, And hang iath' Air 
To ſhevv its makers Independency, 
Thy very foor-ſtool, Lord, thou doſt inlay 
VVitch Mines of gold , Andfilyer Ore; 
VVho can unfold, Or prize the tore, 
VVherevvich thou doſt enrich poor duſt and clay ? 
This inlaid foot-Rtaol thou haſt round beſet 
VVith Vegetants,  VVho candeclare 
Thoſe various Plants, Their Verrtues rare, 
That ſpring from duſt of heay'nly Fathers feet ? 
Thoſe ſhort-lived Beauties that the Floriſts gather 
Lookup a vvhile, VVitch a fair Eye; 
Give God a ſmile: And chough die 
Tet leave ſuch ſeed as plainly ſheyy their Father, 
Thou'rt fruitful Parent of all Trees fruit-bearing. 
YVho doth nor ſee Earth doth but nurſe 
Theſe Plants for thee? Thihe Heavens disbuzſc 
Continual payments for theſe Plants up-rearing, 
Some Trees there are, though ſuckled vvith earths ſap, 
Tet run upright; Asifthey.meant, | 
By their vaſt heigr, Proverheir deſcent, | 
And lay their Leavig Locks in Fahers Jap» 


Others 


% 


£ 


y 
Karth's cold and dead, Andcannotgive' 
To vyhat it bred Tobreathe or live, | 
Surely the fountain of all Life's vvith thee. 
\ This ſpacious Houſe thus built and furniſhe {6 z 
Come, let's convey Our Image juſt, - - | 
Did th' Fatherfay, © To breathing duſt; 
Leaving our likeneſs to keep belovv. 
Then vvas clay flamp'd by Act of Parliament 
VVith God's bright face: A Creature crovvn'd 
VVhth Life and Grace: Heav'n-born, Heav —__ 
Of upright aſpeR, of Divine deſcent. 
Father, thy footſteps vve may find and gather”. 
All other-vvhere, Bur in this creature - | 
Thy face ſhiries clgar, VVitneſs hjs feature; 
VVho reads many face, may quickly ſpell his Fathers 
Said1, one nixy?- my God, 1 ſhould have faid 
One might have done: 'Bur things fall croſs ; 
Fleſh turns to ſtone, Pure Gold co drofs, 
Silver degenerates to dirt and lead. 
Said I, there is ? IT ſhould have ſaid there yvas £ 
My God ! thereyvas Thy countenance 
So in his face, That every [454 
The ſhining Sun in bri did ſurpaſs. þ 04 ., 
Father, his vvalking, talking Plant vvas hee, 
YVhom thou didR love, thou didR prize k 
All Plantsebove. ©- Thy Paradiſe - | 
Thou ſqon didft quit, Ke Ainer re: had loſt this Tree, 
From th' de vyhereof a female plant did ſpring, 
Aﬀplendid pair? Novyth' 


T” outſhine the Air, - VVhere Heavens bright tvvins 
(The Sun and Mo0D) their Lightyas ctibute, bring. | 


FATHER, y Fd SE 
Woman to man's 4gift of Godsovrngiving, 1 | £ 
(That tnan alone No oromightbe, | _— 
Teras much one,; _ And one vvith thee) i 
Royalconſore, ro complear mans joy, b. 
Thou God of Union, Didi vvell provide 
For chaſt Communiony ' [As his dear Bride, 
VVhom thou hat crovendon Earth as thy Vice-Roy. 
Sorh' lictle vyorkdweith vyork and skill, 
VVas fratn'd at laſt, 'Andbeingthe beſt, 
Its grace vvas paſt To rule thereſ#; 
Nothing's forbidden, bat irs knovving ill. . | 
Upon thy foocſtodl thou haft buile a Throne 
For mantoſit, My God, atthine; 
And at his feet Thou didtconfigne 
All other things in due ſubjeGtion. 
Thou gav him lite; *ryvas fit, ſhould'ſt give him Lavys 
His faer did fall By thy command 
On Creatures all In Sea,and Land; 
He ſtanding only in his Fathers avve. 
His Diadern-vvas brightincelligence, 
VViſdom in full, VVhoſcev'ry (park | 
Makes Diamonds dult, — And Gems look dark; _ 
His Ermine Robe yyas pureſt innocence. 
A Rational-Plant-Animal vvas he: 
Could contemplate, Diſcourſe and talk : 


Fair ifſue of the Bleſſed Triniryi . + ,. 
Parents ovvn Fidture1 wviley juſt; boly Son 


mm FATHER: 
Y- —— OO — — 
But, oh, vehartongue ?. vv vhat pen ? yyhar proſe? yyhar verſe? 
VVhae tears? vvhar cryes? VVhatmelting moans ? 
; VVharſobs? vvhatfighs? VVhat piercitig groanes 
Can mans ſo ſuddaih; ſo ſadfall reherſe ? 
Of latea moſt compleatand upright Piect 
My God did frame Of crooked bone : 
But th' Serpent came,  VVhen God vvas gone, 
And vwound His vvork to r cr6okedneſs. 
VVound our of Heaven but into Paradiſe 
In a Friends guiſe That canker'd Devil 
By fallacies © Drevy Eve to evil: /' 
And thus the mother of all living dies. 
Man being thus 6n th' one fide mortified, 
Hovy quickly doth The Gangrene ſpread ? De 


Infeting both The heart and head. V\ 
Thus 44am liv'd and reign'drebell'danddied. By 


Dovvn comes the Son by leaping Fachers hedge: 

An Applethere, As ſomedogather, 
Bur a choak-Pear, As Ithink rather, 
Did tempt him, Oh my teeth are yer on edge! 

O fruit, Death vvas thy fruit !. thy gall, thy ſoot 
Me thinks 1 taſt VVith all my bread: | 
VVhich makesm@haft Unto the dead; 

Thou bred that vvorm, that kill'd me in my root; 

VVhichbee'ng once vvither'd, root and branch did fall 

ht VVich ſuch aveight, Maderh' Earth to groan, 
WH Fromfuch anheight Manfell upon 
Wil The inferiour creatures, and ſo cruſht them all. 
Theſe ſubjects, thus oppreſt ſooncake up Arms 
*GaintRebel-Man, Heavens Deputie, 
(VVho firſt began To nee 
Againſt vis Foveraugy) 00 Tevdngs theit Harms. 
For f << man Naked, Arm'd ws 
$o poor man ſcrambles, Inſvvedt and blood, 
'M idſt thorns and brambles For ſorry 
_—_ turns thither vvhence it had its Birch, 
Earth, that ſomerimes ovyn'd him forte King | 
Makerk him diſtrain VVith plovy, or ſpade | 
For every grain, Or't can't be: had, 
Tha yront of 's ov Accord its Tribe bring. 
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FATHER, 


al'n man a Traitour. Artvvo tdg'd Flame 

ies come nor, Rebel, near this Tree of Life. 

Beſides theſe vyarrs vvichour, that vyortn doth gnavy 
ans oul; Avvormlatebteeding 

D'ch' fruit, he ſtole, VVhereof man feeding, 

WJ /: _ NG: = 

Tet chou'rt rhe Father: theſe mourning Verſes 

Jo prove thee fo: Mars miſeri | 
The Creatures vvo, Andall cheir cries 
Plainly ProclainttheeFarher of all mercies. 

Thy Providence aid Patietice toyvard man 
Do ſeem to ftrive, [Oblelſed ftrife) 

VVho 1hall reprieve The Traitours fe, 
By.lenigthting out hg 2oF comracted ſpart. 

Though rhati tnad# fo tntich hatt to ftir thine ice, 
Tet thou art{lovv, My God thonart; 

I finditſo; Thou nieltfft mine heart 
YVith burnirig Coals, but 6f atiothor fire. 

Thine En'my hungers, arid cheu giv'it him foed 7 
Thine En'my thisft#, Thou giv' him drink: 

Oh! mine heart burſts. Oh ! vyho yreuld think 
Man vvere ſo bad, tha ſees his God ſo good? 

Father thou mal'|t thy Sun ſtill ſhine ori thoſe, 
That lovvrotithee; And vvhen Heay'n lovvers, 
"Tis love, vve ſee; -For fruitful ſhovvrs 
Thou makeſt then to fall 606 chankleſs foes. 

Man, vyhat art miade of ? doft not feel that Sun 
Difſolve the Ite ? Bur thou art<ldy, 

The harder for this Tet ſhovvrs, vve fay, 
Soften the hardned Clay; Burrhou arc one, 

Facher, VVhen man had c8as'dthy ſon to be, 
AC IEG Tet did thou nor 
Deſert him ſo; :Nor halt forgo”, 

To ſet thy child, though batrer'd, on thy knee. £ 

VVhen man firſt ripr himſelf, and. ſbevy'd his ſhark __ 
Cloaths from the backs Of Beaſts leſs vvild, ut 
Mans Father rakes To dreſs his Child: 

Maa loft his Rebe, and Beaſts rauſt bea# the blamy, 


» 
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FATHER: | 


Could thus ſtrip a Eviend , 
My God! My God | oe hrs ar 

And yer thy Rod, Due to thy Son, | 
Falls on theſe ſervants backs, Cann: 6k 


Thus man's both fed and clad at thine expen 
Kepr at thy charge, Tet keeps itnot; . ',, 
But lives at large, As having got « 

His forceto fight thee from thy Providence. 


Heaps upon heaps ! One load upon another f 
God gives Man ſtore Like adear Friend ; 
Man fins the more Tl 'nthe end 
Or Mercies fins , or ins do Merciesfmothier. 


Ter thou'rt the Father ſtill: of mercies Father 4, 
VVhen through fins curſe, Lact Rebels dye; 
Thoudoſt yer nurſe. . Their pr 
 Asth' Hen her Chickens, fo hoof doſt tek gather, 


Thus are all things conſerved fince the fall, 
Both man and beaſt; The Rave'ns-fed; 
bw Lillie's dreſt, Thert/put-to bed. - 

Al's kept iri'ts kind, or individual, 

Hovv beauzeous iti its ſeaſon is each thing? 
Summer ſupplies, VVhat VVinter ſpends: 
VYVhen Autumn dies, Such ftock deſcends, 
As may ſet up the next ſucceeding Spring: 


Thy Providence maks Clouds feed th" Earth vvith Rats J 
Th' Earth feed the Plant; Plant, th” Animal : 

$0 there's no vvant, ' Nor vyalt at all; _ * 
yo th' Earth vvith Vapours feeds the Clouds again, 


By theſe, the Marſhes make the Mountains drink, 
And! liquid Seas Arthy Commands 
VVater by theſe" - The parched Lands. 


YVbo, buethy ſelf, ſhould ſacha thing forethigk, |. 


Thou doſt for ey* Anon = —rrooEy a meat: 
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Father, for al | chang gs thou dokt vvell provide. 
hou didſt ere&t Thisfai Greation, . 
\nd doft project - Its preſervation: 


\nd being the Houſekeeper, art the great Houſe-guide, 


Thou ſerv'ſt Thy ſelf of all. Even Satans brain, 
Ripens thy Plot; And his deſign, 
Vhen he thinks not, Promoterh thine : 


hou mak'ſt that Black-(much fi forge his ovvn dark chain 


Thowmak'ſt mans verach praiſe chee: Andall his evil 


Thou'turn'ſt to good: © Tnall mani Scory 

Ev'nin mans blood Thou ſay thy glory : 
Goodneſs rules all in ſpight of man andDeyil. 

Tea ſuch is Fathers cate atid Fathefs «kill, 
VVhen fooliſh man, Led by char elf, 
Doth allhecayg\ "T" undovhimfelf, 
T' extra mans greateſt good fromfuch anill, 

So thour't the Father ſtill : Thy nevv Creation 
Moſt ſyveetly ſhevvs * Thy Father-hood ; | 


| My God reneyys,, Fal goad + 
TB % nevy Vvord trot Splee lacibation. 
Adam comes forth, but i ina nevy edition :- © © 
Gods bright Pog *Isnevy umpreſt, Ro» 
The Divine Nature, "On mans wy 9 
Clear from all treaſon , and from all Miſprifion. > > 
Father, thou ſo Frkis Adamanc in blood 4 
Of thy firſt-born, Mine heart, T [felr, & 
Did the impreſs ſcorne, « Andy) ouldnot) melc, 
Till that red Sea reſoly'd it e0- flood. P 
Father, I heard thee beg che Rebels | peace, 
Riſing berimes To ope thy doors; 
For all my crimes My God implores 
Me to take pardon for my vvickedneſs. 
Then ſaid 1, turn me, O my Lord, my God! 
AndI vill turn To bear thy yoak; 
Mine heart doth burn, That it broke. 
O my dear child ! Ile run and burn my rod. 
Thus ſpake my father, Pains orh' ſeeond birth 
Did age and grieve, But Gods dear ſtrength 


Did ve: Andatthelength, 
eng vvaſhc and dreſt, my God makes mirth, 
B 


Nor 


oh... FATHER: © 
Nor doth mans elder brother grudge;'or grieve, 
Bur ſing and ſmile, Angels do ſhour / 
' Heavy'n rings the yvhile- Th vyhole cour throughout, 
To ſee poor ſpend-thirft man returnand live. 

Man thus adopted and regenerate 
Searcheth his Fathers Laſt Teſtamenr, 


And thence man gathers Heay'ns full intent 
For his inheritance and future ſtate. 


Thou prov'ſ thy ſelf my Father all theſe vyayes. 
Novy let thy Dove Teach meto fear 
To ſerve and love Thee, Father dear, 
Proving my ſelf thy Child, ev'nall my dayes. 


RK X25, 


If you' call on the Father, paſs the time of "your ſyeurning 
here in fear, 1. Pet. 1.17. - (1 
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Let that Dove, that ſomerimes did thee erovyn 
VVith yellovy Gold. And Silver Plumes, 
Unto chyPoet Thee unfold, 
That humbly by chy Teave preſumes 
To ſpread thy fame, andſcatter thy Renovvn. | 
Let thine heroick Spirit guide my Verſe. 8-70? 
If thou the thing  Indite, I'vvrite Tourthing the Kia, © 
VVhat ray vveak vvilling heart vyould faihreberſe, 501 181 
'Tyvas, vvhen Auguſtine Ca/av laid a Tat = |. 
On all the Earth,* Grace calFd for Thee: 2d all 
'Tvvas then thy Mother gave thee Birth. IT 
That thou might'ſt ſet all tiarions free,  / | 
Heavens fair impreſſion*sftampt on Virgin VVar. 
To us a Child is born, grite gives a Son./ 
Heav'his vyere too bold, To fy That they 'That King can hold, 
VVhso novy into a Manger crouds his Throne. , 
For ſince fin made man brutiſh like the Reſt, 
My God did lay, TheBread of Life, 
Come doyvn from Heay'n, 'mongſt Oats and Hay, 
Thar man might find his faod as rife, 
Tea find his Saviour vyhilſt he ſeeks his Beaſt. 
'Tis hot the Cloth, but Crovvn, that ſhevys the King. 
A Cave'sa Court, Ifthere Appear ThePrince's Port. 
VViſe men, vvhat mean your Scar, your ſparkling things ? 
Sure you can read by that Oriental light, 
VVhar is this ſtranger, That makes his bed 
In this poor Cottage, Crib, and Manger ; 
Having no vvhere elſe to lay his Head? 
'Tis Chriſt, Earths joy, Hells cormenc, Heav'his delight; 
Satan, 'tis Chriſt my croyvn, but Chriſt thy tector, 
Bite, if thu dare; His heel,  Ifeel, Is ſomevvbat bare 
But thy bruis'd head ſhall eyer rue thine error. 
All vviſe men do, but fooliſh ſinters do not 
Lye proſtrated Before this Babe, 
B 2 Being 
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thicneivd, ety cry, At 4 f& 
'ﬆ& fo tir viſe; their Maſters 6 
My Lord at eight dayes old 
For my diſeaſe; To free "flog 
-$urely chis Martyrs blood's thes ſeed. 

Then vyent he to his Temple vyith his Mother, 

- One Dove, me thought, That bleſled Maid - 

Might then have ſpar' d, that Lag, being brought 
Before the Lord, vvhoſe fleece if laid . 

Bur rightly on, che vyorlds yyhole fir might fmother. 
From thence my Lord poſts into Egy pyprs) Land.” 


Have apchy head, : Black Princy ,. 
Hath todg'd this light, yyhac dungeon can vvithſtand? 


VVhen Beth! hem firſt grave Judahs Lyon breath, 
He boldly vvades Through th' brnkyal {kream: 
The Dragons country he invades, | 
On their ovyn ground thus daring them. 

Thence ſafe returnitty dyyells, atNizareth. 
Can any good come thence? fair Nazarene | 


- bleed 


hey knovy nos. 4 7, + 


/ Not for's ovyvn eaſe: 


orfiace Egypts dark bed 


Thoudvelleftthere: But, Lo! | The Snovy Isnotſo clear 


As thou cart make the Blatk-more-finner clean. 


At tvvelve years old my Lord vyene thence to fit 
T the Temple, vvhich Ne'r ſhines {o- bright, 
As vyhen my Saviour doth enrich 
Its darkened vvindovys vvith his light, 
There fits the Child to teach the Do@ours vvit. 
The ſeventieth vycek bee'ng come; the time foreſet ! 


In Datiels book  Foretol4 Of old; My Saviour took 


Baptiſm to him , xtype of's bloody ſeat, 


Then vvas the vvater vvaſht, that ſcoures my dreſs, 
My God, my Chriſt, Thou could hot need 
3 ovvn ſake a Jobn Bapt 
that thou mightelt cleanſe thy ta, 
Thou'rt pleas'd thus to Fulfill all ri teouſheſs. 
Jordag' $ the cleatier, L##d for vvathitg thee 


Hath John indeed, To be By thee  Baptiz' d, fuch need? 


O my baptiz' 4 Redeemer! ſprinkle re, ' 
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, 
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Deſcending, yvhile; '»The Bridegroomes. "*þ vs8 
The Boptifh, doth both ſee and/fmile;-/ +» | | 127 
VVhole ears wor, cr ec ab fD 
O /on of all myyteaſure, all 
From Egypteall'd, th routes ore ns rot, 5, 
My Lord {ets foor. In ha On ch*yrait 4 Heavadrinerhimavey 
To learn 'th'-deſarthovy©g ſeek the lot. - 

Novy vyith the Liditdrhaks Larab canverſes. m 
God ſends his Child, Hishand ro lay _* »/ TE 
Upon theſe Beaſts, that aremeit rvild, '; +11 4 4 1 
Till he hath taught chem to: <bey:; 


mutt 

Tygers, VVolves, Leopards; beats moſt fell.& kerce. |, 
My Lord's ſent thither-lure <0 learn-ro tame: | 
Mans bruciſd heart (More yvild, Leſs muld)Þy dear bought 
Toturn the Savage finner eo a Lamb. 94 

The fiery Serpent of che. VVilderachs,)  .- 1, 7 
Finding Chriſt there, ./Doth {pac aud bice 5 
But th' Brazen Serpent's hargtand clear, 
Scorning the Tempters craft and ſpight, { - 
The Bullet's batt'red, burnotchefortrels.- 
Our Lord novy learns to faſt, char vve might fealt, 
Andtobetempred,, Thatvve' Might bee, Tharkhy expe: 
Or ſuccour'd ſo, as ftilkt&havethe bett. - 

If thou be th' Chriſt, thisSrode to Bread, cany ent, a 


VVhy, fool, the Stone -VV.highchou yyoulgit moye, oy 
Is Bread already, or there's none ++ 0 009 14s 19 5 volt 
My Lord vvas bvngry for myleves | "rv 
Ter hee's the ftrerigthning Bread of poor mans hearts, . 4 


Taking this Rogk thence; to Mountain high,;, 


* $aich Saran,fer; If thou, VVilc hovy moons 


Thoſe Kingdoms all I'll give.thee inftanzly. |- 2A 
VVhy, fool | Muſtzh!Sog buy freedome of. 4 flare?” 

Hark, hovy thy Chain 4 Dotgdanerat' | 7 

Thiae heel. My Lord vvas —_ raighs - K 
An Univerſal Monarchs Rate+ | __ q 
To him long Cnceficatedoney Parteees SING 
To the Temples Pinaclexhe 
Is hurried nds; |Bee'ngchere, , hear, Hel 


ik Ai), 


HM: 4 "ON. 
Jomp —Jomp doven $- Tis voriccenth; 
- - bay th' Temperslipsy es ents re | 

 -Perſyvade my Lord to leap, heskipg ->\ 10 (| his! 


'Thole wind ſhould ſerhisDo@rineright,' 2.14: 274.2 <', 
Angels our w po tis _— Treſpaſs) muah \ 
Thy neck-verle doſtthou aliww (' 


-Terſeem tq Na For the& Cunbe ''No Clergy, yereich 
Thus Haman ſometimehandſeFd his ovvtt hatter.': 
The Teinvitrbee'hg arlaſt wen'd off the Ladder, 
., My Lord fits Rill Brow" s firmer tone, 
Then the vyreſtling place, the Pinnacle 
From vyhence he threvy bold Sutandoven: 
Then th' Angels bring « Charioe from his Father, - - 
This choſen veſſel theſe temprations ſeaſon, : '1 1 - b 1+ 
"Nov He'l'begin(- Fo Preach | Incach © Placehycomes in, 
Beleev, 's his doctrine; Miracles, his reaſon. pl 
Tet vvho makes uſe? for ev 'ryrribe'bur one 
This great High Prieſt, "Mongftall, doth ger 
VVhom very near his ſacted breaſt - 
As precious Jevvels he may ſery 
And of this tyyelve one's but@Briffow Rong c -o 
For his firſt proof Chriſt yvatertunsro vvine- / 1 4 7 
? "Atth*rrartiage'feaſt, O pure !- - $irs, Curs- ages qc 
Tou to your yvedding did invite the Vine; - 
If this free vinedorh' yield ſorich aſtore; ' ads 
VVho can exprefy *VVhar plenty ſhall» 
Flovy from thy croſs, my God; thy preſs, - 
VVhen they have bruis'd thy caſters all? 
May this Vinesblood be my vvineevermore 
VVell done for thi firſt: eanſt doit again, Lord, doi it, / 
Oottvert my Verſe; Tothine/ Oyrn vvine diy pt rryerrog 
Renevy thy Miracle upon thy Poer, | 
Soon after to his Temple goes my God, 0 
His houſe of Pray'r, VVhereth'ſheep and dove / x 
. Are ſold, as if there vvere a fait 
But vvhere is innocence and love? 
"Tis time, Lord, inthifie houſero'uſe rhy-rod. © _. 
Doth ay'rjce yyith hy Temple wimatrn bold |  - 
Thenext ffep hence That vve Shall ſee This fn commences 
TheT @yb66y and boeld.: £ 
” « 
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To ſeek the ſunſhine, comes a man by night, 3 
Hav'ng ſeen the things MyLordhad-vyvrought. » of 
Heav'ns myſteries my Cn (Te 99: 1 
Bur finds the teacher, hovy 
Night's moſt vvithin; but Chriſt turns cal tolighe. 
After this Fountain, thirſting, ſeek avveil: 
Bur finds aditch, VVithin VVith fun Alltoul;the vehich 
He ſearcheth firſt; doth all her doings tell ; 

Then, by revealing her; himſelf reveal - - 
To be the Chriſt: Sawaris finds þ 
VVhar blind Jeruslem ſought, and miſt. 
Thou'rt Chriſt to all kindredsand kinds, 
That by beleiving ettothee their ſeal. 
Then ſay's Diſciples, Matter, eat, vve-pray 5 
But he had gor' Anieat Toeat, VVich p——a—y 
For he'd gone eating working all the day. ti. ul 

Bee'ng thence return'd again to Galile, 
A nobleman, For's dying ſon 
Begs a Reprieveof's Soveraign ; 
The man beteiv'd, it ſhould bedone, d "44 bnk 
And vyhat he firſt beleived, did quickly ſee. | 1 4 
Happy that Soo, yvhom Gods Son quickeneth ! 
More noble, ſure, Heis Forthis - Even for his cure, 
Bee'ng thus by th' Prince of life repreiv'd from death. -] 

Then to Becheſda's Pool, Salvations VVell 

Carries acure And gives'tavvay; 
The Jevvs this carriage can't endure, 
Bute think Chriſt hurts the Sabbath Day, 
VVhilſt he poor man, for vvhom 'tvyas made, doth heal. 
Is thereno cure, my God, forunbeleif? 
"Mongft all thine art, Doth there Appear Nonero impure 
To this diſeaſe a ſuitable releif?- 

My Lord invites five thouſand to a feaſt: 
No tore of diſhes . Beeinig dreſt or cook'd; 
That, by five loaves and tyvo ſmall fiſhes, 
Their unbeleif mightall be chok'd, 
VVhilſt in their mourtrscheir mear's ſo much increaſt. 
Tet the next day, as ifthey'd ne'rebeen fed, 
Theſe very men. «Do frgt,:: 'And vvrhet Their teeth agen, 
No to feed on, but to backbity Heav'ns Bread. | 
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Aer, the man þornblindrofight's reftor fs 20d © | ” 
By paſte of clay, Surely,'I thould' ; | 
Have blinded ſeeing eyes tharvvay, Tx See 
Bee'ng ſo far, Lord, from doing good. 

Tet Jevvs in theſe nevv eyes, can'tfſee the Lord. - Hu 
Thou tak'ſt a living mon'mentfrom a-grave. « 
Thy foes may ſee / The dead Raiſed; / Terthey'd kill thee 5 YM 
Oh, my dear Lord; vybar ſign vvould. Gnners have? M 
Devils are all caſt qut, bur unbeleif, - e 
| . Dead Palfies too Receive their cure; » Tt 
But Oh, Dead hearts, yvhat aileth you, As 
That you do more and4 more obdure: T! 
Not miracles, but blood muſt curethis grief. V 
Ah! My dear Lord, the vvither'd handag beald ; T 
And yet the hand- of faith , VVho bath? Jevvs ſtill vvithſtand: H 
And after all, to vvhom's thine arm. reveal'd ? Si 


Feavers are quench'd ; yet fury buxhs amain: 
Iſſues of blood Are ftanched quite; 1 
All evils, but thejr ſpleen, find good, V 
And th' bloody iſſues of their ſpace, S 
Ph ! hovv Jevvs hate the good Sarnatitan | F 
o Phariſees vvaſhoft? Ah they: baye need : | ( 
Leopards do clear, | But then Theſemen The liv'ry vvear. | 7 
Gehaz?s curle is on themand their ſeed. \ 
VVho cures their Phrenſies, can't their rage allay, 
They contradict The tongue, that taught ] 
Thedumb to ſpeak : yea, vyhen convict 90.971" ( 
By the ſtrange cures, oy Saviour yvrought 
In falling ſickneſles, yet fall avvay. 
Creeples get legs ; yet mens opinions halt 
'VYho'thouſbouldſt be ; One wvhile' | They ſmile, Then, lovvr 
But thou art ſtill the ſame: Lord! vwher's che taulr?: |, (on thee; 
For thy good vyorks their hardned hearts do one thee. 
Sure it diſpleaſes, Thatthey haye. healch, 
And that thou carri'ſt their diſeaſes z 
Scatt'ring among thy poor the vyealih.// 
My God! ev'n of thine ovyn hoyy fevy do ovvn thee !' 
Oh! hovy they daily carpe at righteouſneſs | 
Life may norlive, Ifthey. But may} "Ti ſentence giyo. 
They plot to en to diſtreſs, | na 
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hs health to anguſh: Hoyv fain vvould they ; 
See their dear-cheap Phyſitian languiſh, | a. 
0 freely cures them all the day. v 
Him to deſtroy they plot, he chem to fave. 
y Lord thy patience is a miracle . , | Leone . 
Mongſtall theret, (Asvyee Mayſce) Noneoftheleaft, 
My Lord! If I may judge, it doth excell. 
Oh ! hovy they grudge my Lord his drink and food ! 
The Bread, the Vine, Sent dovvn-to us, 
As bee'ng a bibber of much vyine 
They tax, and call him gluttonous, 
VVho's only greedy for to.do them good. 
Theſe dunghils to aſperſe the ſun begin. 
nd: | He ca\ts our 'evil, . T&t chey -Dolay + He hatha Devil; 
Sinner they call the founcain gpe for hn. 
Hee is the Son 0'th' Carpenter, ſay ſome; 
The Son of God, Tou might have aid, 
VVho rais'd Heay'ns roof you ſee; ſo broad, 
Such Carpentry's no ſuch mean. trade, 
Helping to ground'fill all chis loyver room. 
Others object chat they his country knovy, | 
ar. | The place, from yvhence He came, Can name, And hevv.long 
VVhy, Sirs, pray vvhen did youto Heavengo 2 _ (ances. 
Then they perſyvade usthar the King ſpeaks treaſon, 
Becauſe he makes Himfelf to be 
God, as he is : becauſe he takes 
His ovvn, they cry out robbery. 
Lord, all men have not Faith, all have not reaſon. 
Sometimes he is not Cefars friend, they ſay, | 
'r | VVho's Ce/ars King. Tet hee, VVeſee, Makes fiſh te bring 
e | Tributeto him, that he may Ceſar pay- 
Then they ery qut, that he's the ſinners friend. 
But, Oh! thatthey, Thasthus exclaime, 
Had rightly knovyn vyhat novy they fay, 
The =—- that ro ſinners came, 
From his dear friendly lips the'd more attend, 
To make Chriſt claſh vvith Moſes hey. projet. ey 
The great Layy-giver Doth teagh Irs breach ; This they deliver, 
VVho vvould the copy by tha praof.corre / 
| B Hovv 
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 Hovyſharp's their ſight to find faults, yvhere are none? | 
But Oh! hovy dim For to deſcry Wi 
That radiant Deity in him? to 
1 And moſt of all hovy blind to ſpie 
- Thoſe greatprodigious evils of chir ovyn ? e 
The Temple he'd deſtroy, and then rebuild, ; 
This Jevys object; Butvyhar Ofthat? Themſelves projet 
Hovv th' Temple of Chriſts Body might be kill'd. 
Hovy malice, mixt vvith blindneſs, all miſconſters! 


My Lord ſo ſpake, Asne'rdid man; Tl 
| Tet's vvords and vyorks too they'll miſtake, M 
Say he, or do he, vvhat he can. O! 
To match his miracles they bring forth Monſters, A 


Have Rulers or have Phariſees beleev'd ? 
The Lavy vyekthoyy; Say thoſe His foes. - Al! if't vyere ſo 
* . The Lavy-Maker vvould ſure have been receiy'd. 
Tet this good Shepherd finds ſome ſtragling ſheep, 
The Gofpel-net Some fiſhers takes ; 
Some, at receipt of cuſtome ſet, 
Chriſts cuſtomers h's market makes, 
And vvhat he finds he'll ſpend his life, but t keep. 
Some vviſe and noble too, although not many, 
King Jelus Court Can ſhoyy.:' And ſo, To keep his Fort, 
There's one Centurion, Lord; 'tis vvell, there's any. 
Mary th* unclean;from vyhom as many Devils, 
As muddy Nils Hath ftreams, are caſt: 
Each flood had its ovyn Crocodile ; 
Tet ſhe becomes one ſtream at laſt 
Of Goſpel penitence for all her evils. 
Chriſts feet, vvaſhe vvith her tears, her hajr makes dry; 
And Chrift agen VVich blood Makes good Her vvayevuncleany 
And vvith forgiveneſs vvipes the vvepers eye. , 
A Canaanite to the King of Hebrews comes, 
Begs and implores Arl/7zels fealt 
Some'ſuccour from thoſe ſacred ſtores, 
That Jeſus for the Jevvs had dreft: | 
VVhil'& Children ſlight cheir bread, ſhe leaps at crumbs, 
A lirrle man, but finner not the leaſt, 
Climbs up on high Thathe 'TheTree Of ifemight ſpie 
 Andin the fruicleſs Syromore a Feaſt, | 
{ , Mary 
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| Mary the Lords Megab doth annoint; = 
WPiſciples grudge, And. think'ttoo good 
For him, vyho thinketh not too much 
o ſpend on them his precious blood. 
ce, hovv one Judas puts all gut of joynt? 
3ce'ng thus annointed Chritt agſing appears, 
dforthdothgo, As Kin ding . To Sienſa, 
'Vho brings ſalyation, him an 4ſs-Colt bears : 
Thus fooliſh things, and things chat men deſpiſe 
The Lord doth chuſez Thatthis dumb 4/7 
Might preach performance to the Jevvs, - . 
Of vyvhat of old foreſpoken yvas; 
And Chriſt by vveakneſs might confound tho vviſe, 
Judah! thy ſcepter's gone, but Shilob's come. | 
re ſof Jeruſalem! Look our, And ſhout, For Dabids ſtem 
Novy ſprings afreſh in thy Layv-givers room. 
Children, by their Ho/annabs, loudly cry'd, 
Do teſtifie My Saviours praiſe, 
That he might |till his foes thereby, 
His Name theſe Babes and ſucklings raiſe, 
VVhillt th' Elders and the Fathers him deride, 
Thus vvhilſ the Fathers fall ich*VYilderneſs, {/n 
ft; | Children inherit, ; VVhy lo, Ev'nſo It pleas'd the Spirity 
VVhat men deny, to teach poor Babes confeſs, | 
VVhat Jevvs rej$& pooe Greeks'make friends to lee2; ...- 
Sion, take heed Thou' be n'ttlie hive 
That others do yvith hony-feed, 
Not taſting, vyhat ir ſelf doth give 3 | 
VVhileſt Gentiles tgal avvay chy Chriſt from thee, 
VVhat needs more proof ? my Lord puts on che rack 
? | Devils themſelves (Though Jevys Refuſe, As vvorſer. elves) 
Till they to him a full confesfion make. 
VVould you beleive, if your high Prieſt ſhould tell, 
Or, vvho's the Chriſt, Should teftifie? 
Sure your ovvn Cataphbas little mult, 
Saying, 'tvvat meet this manſhould die 
For th' people, that they peciſh n8t: Go-ſpell: 
Hovv ſvveetly ſings this Syvan tefore them a)l | 
Though envy fumes His skin -VVithin His yyhiced Plumes, 
Their High Prieft fings Heay'ns High Prieſts-Faneral, Tl 
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—Thww men n reach Parrots peak , but: rebar hey 5 kar nbſe; +4 
The High Prieſt cryes, (And ſorely he \ 
Should knovy) this man's your Sacrifice. 

Tet Chriſt their Saviour muſt not be; 

My Lord, men do confeſs thee, though they do nor, 

This Sacrifice the prieſt plots/Shpvv to kill, 

And yet thete vvas More "Im Chriſt, Then Caiaphar, 
Thus types the truth, ſhadovys vvoiulld ſubſtance (pil. 

Innocent Lamb! although thou kneyv'ſt this plot, 

Tet, Oh hovy fain VVonldf thou'get up G 
To be in read'neſs tobefſlain” c 
*Gainſt th' Paſsover z that all mighe ſup ? . 
My Lord thou ſeeſt thy death, but ſhun'ft it not. 

This 15 the Paſchall Lamb, fure, Imay call it 

Immaculatey” O God, Thy blood Sprinkles my gate 3 
Ter is thy bitter grief my bitter aller. | 

I' the upper room my Lord beſpeaks the feaſt 
For his dear friends; That they might knovy, 

That from above their chear deſcends ; 

VVho'l feaſt vvitth Chriſt muſt upvyards go. 

But, Oh! hovy dear for all pays this dear gueſt? 
Dehring Tave delir'd this feaſt tos eat 

VVith you, before 1 go * Unto/' The other ſhore. 
Oh ! hovy my Lord hungers tobe my meat? 

Tet, Friends Mere" 's ſomething;1 muſt ſadly” ſay; 
Tou're not all clean, "Motigt you doth fit 
(The man, that dips vvith me I mean) 

A Devil, yertan Hypocrite, 
That ſhall this nightrhe God of truth betray. 
"Tis my plefebeatets plot his Lotdto fell, 
"VVhohad him bought, The vvretch To preach I ſomeime ugh 
But notto fell me, or himſelf ro Hell, 
Judas! exnitthou finddeathin-ſuch a Pot? 
Plot fuch a matter Againſt thy Maſter ? 
VVhilſt thy ſop ſoftens in my plarter; - 
V'Vho of each diſh make thee arafter, 
Hardens thy heart the vvhilſBiſcavio? 
VVull upthing ſerye, bur ſops in blood next meal? 
 'MyPurſe imy>fhVVore freeTo thee, VVhatmore could's vellh? 
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5 '| PFentive Diſciples vvhen they hear, and knovy is, 


has, 


t, 


Each fears for one: But he thatbears 
The bag, is lag; perdition's Son 
He is the laſt that doubts, or fears: 
Slovy to confeſs, but Oh !. hoyy ſyvift co do it. 
Come, children, take this bread, 'cis broke for you: 
Much good may'tdo you; 'Tis dreft, & leſt, Take itunto you, 
And there vvithall my broken body too. | 
Come, my Diſciples, here's an health likevviſe 
To you, notme; Letitgoround, 
Salyations cup's the cup you ſee; 
Tour health isin my bloody vyound, 
Think of my blood, as oft as ye drink this. 
Tour Makers broken Layy, your bloody fin, 
And bleeding heart Bring mee To ſce Andfeel this ſmart. 
VVkho yyould Hellconquer muſt vvith death begin, -. 
My Teſtament; I leave you feal'd in blood : 
Tou I bequeath, VVhen ere I die, 
Full conqueſt over fin and death 
VVith' life and peace; vyhich by and by 
I the Teſtator by my death make good. 
Pledge me, dgar friends, this blood yyas broach'd for you : 
I'lldrink np more Ofvvine O'ch' vine, Till beinggot ore, 
I may in Fathers kingdome drink it nevy. | 
Come let's noyy hag, ſaith Chriſt, ſeeing all my ſorrovy 
Is but your Crovyn;z Thorns at the break 
Make muſik, yyhen the Spirit's dovyn, 7 
Tea ſometimes mulick of the deſt 3 .. 
Let's ſing to night, for Lmuſt dye to morrovy. 
My Lord then riſeth up, from yyhence he fate : 
VVhomyyinds obey, And feas .VVith chele, Diſciples may 
Novy ſee him, that ke may be gracious, yvait, h 
Sure vvhullt my Saviour ſerves, vvho ever came 
See'ng him fo dreſt VVaitingon all, 
Girt yvith a Napkin, ſcarce hat,gueſt, 
This vverethe feaſt of 's Funeral,,,,... 
Bur mariage-Supper rather of che Lamb. _. + 
After the Fine my Lord doth vyater takez.,, 
Heav/n ſtovpsx0 mect, ; And boyy, Aslovy, As ſiners fret: 
Oh vvhat clean yyark Chialt's blood and Spirit makes! 
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Peter; chouthink'R hart toop down too love, © 


And fai't I ſhall N're vvaſh thy feet; M) 
Then canſt thou have no part at all | At 
In Da$:ds Son, not be made meet Ce 
. Pch' nevy Jeruſalems clean ſtreets to go, CG. 
Streers that are pure, as gold, and clear, as glaſs : Sh 
This Baſinis Thy vvay Ifay To this fair bliſs Dc 
Iſrael to Canaan tnuſt through Jordan pals. Er 
Sirs, ſee you, vvharl h've done, atid do you knovy it? 
Tou call me yvell, Say'ng I'm your Lord: Uc 
IfIthen ſtoop, Oh! never ſvvell. Bu 
If I have vvaſh't your feet, afford Th 
Tou to do likevviſe ; Happy, if yon doit. v1 
Servants, my Liyery, you muſt vvear, is Love, Pe 


This boyvI's my Spirit, VVhich, I Novy die, That you may || N 
The Lamb goes hetice, that he may ſend the Dove. (nheric: I T1 
Oh may this toyvel bind your hearts in one ! 


My bending dovvn, Teach then to boyy ! O! 
May pride and ſinful pasfions drovyn ; M 
In this full Baſin, Men ſhall knovv | O 
By this, that you are mine, yvhen I am gone. M 
Gone? I'll go too, ſaich Petey, Lord, I vvill, Ci 
VVhat ere cotnes on'e. Ohno! Notſo; *Tisaforebrunt.' | T 
Beſt mettal melts, vvhen met their Maker kill. T 
Nay, Lord, though all men rut, Til ftand by thee: 
Run friends, or foes, Foes to purſue, \ 
Or friends to ſcape the hands'of thoſe, +” 
Poor man YII cell thee, vyhat's more true, 41 
Ere th' Cock crovy tvviceI thrice denied muſt be. T 
Sure Peters courage ſtrengly is come on. C 
My pashon, lo! Hedid Forbid, Novv he'll die to0, 1 
Tet yvhen the Shepherd dies, the ſheep vvill run, I 


Let not your haerrs be troubled, bur believe 
In God and Mee; I ride before 1 
To ſee things may in read'neſs be, I 
Behold 1'1l meer you at the door ! q 
My Fathers houſe can me and you receive, \ 
VVhither I go, ye knovy, and th' yyay ye knovy, x 


Saith Thema, Nay Lord, vve Can't ſee VVhichis the ny 


For, ve alas f Kniovv n't vhither tohu doſt g0. 


Thomas , 


- 


SON. * 


| Thomas, I amthe true and living vvay. _ 
My fleſhI gave, (Knovveſt thau me) 
A path-vvay unto Heayv'n to pave, 
Cemented vvith my blood to be, 
So, that yvho vvalks it me, can't go a ſtray. 
Shevy us the Father, Lord, that's all our bliſs ; 
Doth Philip ſay. Hovv long Among Tou muſt I tay, 
Ere you knovy me, ſaith Chriſt, vvhy, here he is. 
Judas replyed; but not th' {ſcarior, Lord, 
Hovv is't that thou Thy ſelf ro us, 
But not unto the vvorld doſt ſhevy, 
Thy bleſſed ſelf revealing thus ? 
VVhy, 1 vvill do't to all, that keep my vvord, 
Peace leave vvith you, my peace I you give, 
Not as thevvorld, VVhen here And there ._ Tou'retoft and 
The ſvveeteſt calm ſhall then your hearts releive. (kurl'd 
Friends, If you love me let mie go, don't grieve me. 
Oh ! hovy your ſobs Do antedate 
My pasfion, oh my pulſe vies throbs, 
Oh let ty grief in yours abate; 
My Fathers arnis are ready to receive me 
SirsI can'tſtay to talk: yonder's the Prince, ... 
The vrarkd that fvyayes : | O ſee , Hoy hee Doth's legionsraile 5 
Tet of one firigle fault can't mie convince. 
{ am the vine; ye branches, bring forth fruit: 
My blood's your ſap: My blood's your ſeed: 
'Tis vyell for you, that others tap 
The veſſel, that the vine may bleed : 
The hand, that empties mie, doth you recruir. 
O if you love your ſelves, let me go ſend | 
That guideto you, ' That ſhall Ev'/nall, Ev'nall things ſhevv-- 
Ih've much to ſpeak, vyhich you can't yer attend. 
A little vyhile I diſappear, 'anon 
I'm ſeen agen; For to the Father 
I go; faythey, vvhat may this meat, 
This lictle vyhile ? yve catinot gather. | 
VVhy, friends, vyhen vvinter's over ſpring comes on. 
Truth, Lord ! vve novy believe. Ah do you ſo? | 
ſul novy comesan Anboyre  YVhoſe ſhovvre.,,,Vill ma». 
hilſt ſolicary ro my grays 1 go- . (keyou oY 
of 
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-  Yetam Inot afone :-O bleſlbd Father ! 
Thou'rt vvith me ſtill; Novy glorife 


Thy Son, thy Son : vvhen Butchery kill M 
Thy Lamb, Oh tzke me up on high, - Hi 
And thine and mine Lord vvith me to me gather : ol 
Theſe are thy ſtock I kept, and did improve them, Te 
For theſe 1 pray, And all ” That ſhall Thy yvvord obey” . If 
Lord, here's thine ovvn again ; 'O keep them, love them ! Tt 
Then his Diſciples forth my Lord do th lead. | 

| Cedron itt vvay Makes me berhink, Bu 
VVhat th' Pfalmiſt of th* High Prieſt doth ſay; M 
He of the brook i'th' vvay ſhall drink, V\ 
Therefore he ſhortly ſhall lifr up the head. -4 
a 


Thence they g__ tothe garden paſs, 
VVhere grevv that tore That can © Fall'n man Make as before: in 
Stre, my Rodeemer's Rue's that herb of grace. 
 "Tvvasina garden Adam did undo us; 

There grevy that fruit, VVhoſe bitterneſs, Or 
That man for eyer might not ru'r, 


My Lord did taſt and ſqueeze and preſs : Ot 
Then from a Garden brings our cure unto us. % 
O mount of Olives! O Gethſemane ! L Ni 
Toallelſe yet Afoile Of Oyle | Of bloody' ſyyety wh 
Only to me, - ſinner here's Oyl-for thee. wa 

Sirs, ſit you here, Peter, and James, and John, | 
Oh! I begin To feel: ſuch ſmart - Wo, 
Amazeth me, thatn'ere kneyy fin: =) 
Tet hovv it cures my very heart! t 
Sirs, fit you dovvn: I mult pray, or I'm gone. 7 


This cup, this cup, O Father ! may it paſs! 
This cop this cup May'tpaſs!” Alas! Muſt Ldrink'tup? - Þ*'* 
VVhy, all thy vials dregs are inthis glaſs! | 
Ah! friends, your heav'neſs doth augment mitie too. 
Hovycan your eyes Continue 
So near fuch ſtrong and bitrer cries? 
Dulneſs, I novy perceive, can cut: | 
VVill you ndtyyarch vvith him; that's fick for you ? 
Joy ques of all I thoſe for ſentinels /O' | 
Thbade you lie*' Perdieu, Bur you , though dye, 
Yerin ve feſh a vvilling ſpifit els, © "u; : 
| But 
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Bur though my foot-guard ſleeps, mine horſe-men vyareb; © 
Though men do grieve me, Tet atthe length 
Mine heav'nly Angels doreleive me, 
Heay'ns ſuccours reinforce my ſtren 
Sin, do thy vvorſt novy,thou'lt meer wth thy match : 
Tet, Oh this cup! this Cup! Lord, ler it paſs, 
If*rbethy will; ” Terthine, Not mine, 'Performthoy ſtill 
Thy ſcalding vvrath; Lord, cracks my brittle glaſs, 
Sin entred man at firſt bur by one hole; 
But ev'ry pore Throughout ny skin, 
My God! my God! becomes a door; | 
VVhence blood goes out, vvhilſt yvrath comes in. 
Such anger through thine anger melts my ſoul. 
Can you getſleep, vyhilſt in this ſcalding bath 
Imelt, ayvay,' Blood-yyver In fvvear?; ' Sirs, think, I pray 
'Tis for your feavers' ſake of ſin and yvrath. 
VVhat, can I nat one hours ſhort vvatch.obtain ? 
One hours? Ifay. Qhyou'l be tempted; 
VVatch for your oyyn {,dces then, and pray : 7 
Oh! pray that you may be exempted: 
here are no vapours left in my parcht brain: 
I'm paſt all {leeping novy, but th' ſleep of death; 
But, Oh | let it. paſs. This tup ! (Dyink#' up.) Thy ſyvord,; aw 
In thine ovvn felloyy-ſhephearddoſt thou ſhearh ? 
Oh ! hovy thy vvrath my floyv'r to bay converts | 
My bones doſtart. My fleſh conſumes, 
My skin is parche, as bottels are 
' thi ſmoak, Lord, through thine angry fumes. 
diſciples, novy ſleep.6n, and reſt your hearts. 
This reftleſs night of mine procures for you 
day df ptacez, My ſhoyvrs Tour floyyrs, Tour joyesincreaſt, 
ever did night yield ſuch a bleſſed deyy + | 
Honey to-miine, though Gall and Blood to me: 
mean thoſe drops,  VVhich from my btovy 
Bedevy the ground. Sinners, yyhat crops 
ay your . Fo Lord expe&t from you ? 
ut uovy let's riſe; you Traitour comes, I ſee, 
FonfSaviour's given int ſinners hands: |+ | | 
dal art come? Thou'lſoog Be gone Hericeto think bomez 
hilt chou ty viſts mine; I faſter knir -w bands, n+ F 
T%'A | on 
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—Thouſendftr meto! mycroſs, butPlbbe even ; ; 
Thou ſhalt hang firſt, . Theif, that thou arr 1 
Thou'ſt broke thy faith, and thou ſ{halcburſt 
Aſunder, falſe perfidious heart.! 

”Tis fit, ſuch pay be to ſuch traitours given. 
Into the ſecond Adam's garden creep 
Doſt thou, Serpent? That vvay Betray The mnocent? 
Methinks, thouſmil'ft, as Crocodiles do vveep 
Canſt kiſs, ant court me ſtill? Hail! Maſter, Hail, 
*Tvvas ſometimes ſaid, O kiſs the Son, 
Leſt he bevvroth, and ſtrike you dead; 
Sure, thy kiſs isnot ſucha one. | 
VVith unbeleivers, hypocrites ſhall vyail. 
F«dar, thou knovv'/ſt mine haunt. 1 'th* very place 
Meto betray Juſtthere, Even vvhere- | VVith meto pray 
Thy feigned lips vverevyont, haſtthou the face? 

VVhat meatisthyſearch? vvretch, thou'rtthe fugitive ; 
Tour Lanthorn Light; ©  Sirs, alſo ſhevrs 
Tour vvorks are darkneſs, and you night. 

VVhy force you, yyharl don't refuſe ? 
' Ts it my ll fe, you ſeek?-*ris, that I give. 
os of Nazareth you're come to take; 
?lamhe They all Down fall, © Can majeſtic 
Upon ſuch Rebels ſuch impreſſion make? 
My Lord, thou needtnot flee, nor Peter dravy ? 
They run, they run: Backvvards they fall ; 
Tet to be taken thou comeſt on. 
Tielding thy ſelf unto; their thrall, 
VVho cannot ſlip thy curb from off their: javy- 
Servants are let go freey yvhileth' Maſter's bound. | 
Bold Pere# novy; 'To. ſhovy his Provvels, Is vyord& blow 
But the meek pr'{'ner gently cures thi vwvound. 

Thou chid'ſt chy Charnpior vehiile thou frierid/it thy for, 
Svveet Prince of peace} + (The vyouiids bf foes 
Thou'ſt rather heal vvith! 'gentleneſs, 

Then thine ſhould ſteal to flint oppoſe, 75 
Peter's too hot to.hold, Ifear meſo; 

VVhat mean your ſvyords and Raves? firs wko' $ the thisfy | 
Tou've ftoV/nthefruit, - And yet Are ſec To mak pur 
I've ooly Rol'n che-puniſhmenc and: grief. (1 Þ v 
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SON. 
Y VVasInotvvich youn che cemple till ? 
Have you forgot My Sermons there ? 
Tet all that vyhile ye took me riot: 
And muſt I riovy theſe ſhackles vyear ? 
Th' Eſſential muſt the written yvord ful f1L. 
See my Diſciples leave me aud they Aly ; 
Each ſhifts for oye: Andſo Itoo Could vyell have done: 
But, lo! my bondage is their liberty. 
Thus bound they drag me to the High Prieſt Grit, 
VVho am the goat, . Doom'd thus to die 
More by Heav'hts counſell, then their plot, 
For (in, in mine Humanity 
V'Vhich, though-itknevy to lin, far lin's accurſt, 
Then they confeſs over my guiltleſs head 
a Their fins, adtmine: Terl Did cry, Something dirige 
. Fou'l find hath /cap'd yolir hands, vyhen 1 am dead; 
In my tvvo tiatupes I'm both Goats; one ; 
an dye, yet ſcape; Can ſcape, yet dye: 
I can diſcharge firſt Adams raps, 
hen ſecond 4dams bands unae. 
Sinner, I muſt do both; or thou'rtundotie. 
alſe vvittieſs they ſuborn'miongſt Faithleſs Jevys, 
Such is their grudge, Their Lord-+ They «cord To death 
F'bough vvitheſſes agree tiot, that, acciiſe. (Cadjudge, 
Art thou the Chrult? they captioully etiquare ; 
ot for to khove, As ſometime, did 
Fohns dear Diſciples, but to throvy 
Mine ovvn confeſſionsat tine | 
© ney vvatch my vyords vvith anenflam'd deſire: 
his Mary ſometimes did, but not as they ; | 
ot life, bur death” They vvatch & catch From my deat breath 
Both to themſelves and me this bloody day. | 
Petey ſteales to their fire, to melt, not fight : 
ine ſeldome vyarme : / Themſelves vyith ſuck 
But quickly rue their. dear-bought harme, , 
8aying the vvarmth's not half ſo thuch... 
| irs, is't fo this morn? {revas hot i/th\\night 5 
felt it ſo: Nor fd I ought yer cool, YE 
Ixcept it be Theſove Even of My frithds ts tit, - 
uilſt enemive my yrifdome fain yrould fool, |)» 11/1 
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 »The High Prieſt rends his cloaths, but not his heart; ; 

Then all condemn me The Hall throughour, 

VVho muſt judge all; Abjects contemn me : 

VVhom Angels do admire, they flout. 

They are the [/hmaels , I bear [ſaac's part. 

Then they blind fold mine eyes, to vyhom the nighe 
Shinesas the day: Ican't, - Sure, vyant, VVho gaveavvay 
So many eyes to others, vvanting, ſight. 

Oh ! hovy theſe Bats project to blind the Sun ! 
Moles plotand think (Hovy vviſe they are?) 
VVith a poor clout thus to hood-yvink 
F-cobs frue bright and morning ſtar, 
Indeed if t could, you've need, it fhould be done, 
Hovy they, to make me like themſelves, deviſe? 
I, and they, vvink: They ſee Notmee; And fo they thiak 
Ican't ſee them, although I made their eyes. 
| Others, for ſpight, fpit on my bleſſed face, 
VVhich Mefes, and Elias too, 
Did once 1' th* mount admiring ſtand 
Transfigur'd then, dishgur'd novy. 
Hovy men befpatter Gods oyyn Looking glafs. 
Theſe porſheardsthen cheir patter ſmice yvith rods. (dy: 
My vvhite & ruddy Theſe foesVVith bloyvs Make black & blos- 
I'm box'd/by ſlaves, vvho-rile among the Gods. 
Then propheſie vvho ſmote thee, ſome docry. 
Alas! vyvhonot? Tet I']l/impart z 
Me, for my /eed, my Father ſmote; 
But never did mine oyvn clean hearr, 
Scorners, go read [/aiabsPropheſic : 
He did eſteem me ſtricken of my God ; 
Thar tripes on me, My ſmare Of heart, Mats gure might be: 
Man did the fault, and I miſt feel the rod. | 
Peter, I doubt, they coltrage'vvillſoon cools 
At that ſame fire j ' Ty Ague bh come on: 

Satan, to lift thee, did require ; / 2:31 o; 

Novy, Peter, prove the rocltatid: flotie 1: 2111 

My dear Diſciple, dotve.deny myſchoole, * 

Oh! at firſt charge, I ſee; my Champion's laid! 

The ſhight{the ſhield OFFiich, ' He hath \ Neat loſt this lield. 

V'Vho play'd the man a 2: _ falls by amaid.: 1 
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—VVhom fleſh and blood reveal'd; nor, fleſh and blood 
Can teach deny, Ey'n his dear Lord ; 
Conſtant to *'s oyvn unconſtancy, 
Ev'n as if this had been his vyord, 
I vvill deny, not dye, to this heſtood. 
Oh! my poor fiſher's caught the ſecond time, 
I ſaid, abide In me, Or ye VVill quickly ſlide; 
But novv it ſeems, to be of me, 's a crime. 

Then others cry: this man "5.of Nazareth, 
He by and by VVith curſing doch 
Me, that have born this curſe, deny : 
And ſyvears, he knovvs not, vyhat he knovy' th. 
Peter, they ſay, they ſmell thee by thy breach 
To beof me, Oh! chat I could ſo ſay ! 
Sirs, don't you hear ? The man Can ban, Can curſe and ſryear, 
That he's of me, Sirs, doth ſuch ſpeech bevvray ? 

Surely.you knovy my ſpeech no more, then me, 
Peter denies His Chriſt ———— ſo crevy 
The Bird; that vvakes the ſleepers eyes; 
I lookt on Peter, then he kneyv 
The Cock his Maſters Monit6ur to be. 
Peter, thus finding all crovy over him, 
Runs forth-tp yveep ; His ſoul Novyv foule To vyrinſe & ſteep; 
Ey'n in a ſpring tide of ſalr tears to ſvvim. 

I have deni'd my Lord, my Lord, that's dying : 
I have deni'd My Lark my Lord, 
VVhom I confeſt, profeſt ; bee'ng tried, 
I have renounc'd his and my vyord? 
My Lord, that bought me, I have been denying. 
Novyv his hot fe's come on. My Chriſt, yvhen ever 
Through,thou knovy'ſt yvhat, Thee I Deny In voz d,or tpughs 
Oh! give me Peters ſyyecat in Peters feaver! 

By this time is my dooms dayes dayyning come, 
Their rightful King  Jevvs having bound 
Before an alien Judge do bring. 
That guilt i'th' guiltleſs might be found, 
Butchers objec, but I, the Lamb, tye dumb, 
Hered,; arid Pontious Pilate, Gentiles, Jevvs 
Counlell andylot:: Iamy The Lamb Muſt goto pox: 


Satan 15 at mine heel, vrhich be vvill bruiſe. -. 
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 VVho art? and yyhar is eruth?- Pilgre enquires; © © 
* Bee'ng trange to both,  Ifind it ſo; 
Tet to my bloodſhed lag and loth, 
VVhileſt my ovvn people raging go 
To burn King Dabids branch vvith Gentile fires, 
Take him your ſelves, faith Pilate, Jevviſh men, 
Eaſe your ovvn grudge. | Say they: VVe may No man adjudge 
To death, Our Sceprer's gone. VVhere's $hi!oh then ? 
See you your vvants? nor yvhat ye have, O yee? 
VVhy, Sh:loh's come: My vvhate and ruddy, 
This vvine and milk, though I be dumb, 
Speaks it, my inocence thus bloody. 
This is your Shi{oh's garment : can't you ſee? 
*Tis not ſo long, O thou my city. l,d4ace 
Moſannahs,cryed Inthee To mee, Me teſtified ; 
Thy people gath'ring round about their prince. 
'Tis not ſo-long, finceI did bind my fole, 
Mine Aﬀes Colt, Unto my vine, 
To thee, FJ-ru/*{em, novv revolt; 
That I might vvaſh my vveeds in yvine, ' 
VVhilſt to the death I'm pouring out my ſoul, 
das mean vvyhile, conſid'ring all thar's done 


hrough his foul fin, Relents, Repents, And brings agen 


That dunghill-dirt for vyhich he ſold the Sun, 
For's thirty pieces thirty thouſand vyoes - 
Oppreſs his heart. Then to his Prieſt, 
I'be finned, and the innocent muſt ſmart, 
The vvretch, being ſhriven, ſo confeſt. 
See thou to that, ſay th' Prieſts, ſee thou to thoſe. 
Oh! to yyhar lead doth i#-gor filver rurn ? | 
Fudar catr't bear The vveight  Oficz Tet'tyvas his dear: 
Oh! take't agen; My fingers burn, they burn. 
Into the treaſtyry Jie they darenor caſt: , 
Oh! itis not good, Poor men, they dare not; 
Oh! *tis the price the price of blood z 
And yet, to ſpill that blood, they ſpare not : 
Thus Gnars do ſtick, vyhilt Camels go dovvn falt, 
They take the mony firſt, and ther diſpute, 
VVhether 't ſhould be ſo. Mearr'vvHile 
Bec'rg [elf-condemn'd, himſelf to execute. 


(dothgo, 
The vile Traitour 
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A bloody peice of Charitie's the end. pe ABEUBc: 1 4 hb 
The Potters field, Thatftrangers might 
Be buri'd there, to buy they yield,) | 
Not burying there their ovvn ſtrange ſpite. 
Thus kind to ſtrangers; yvhilſt they kill their friend. 
Mean vvhile me at a goodly price men hold ; 
dge f Hereto it's come, One field Can yield Asgreat a ſum, 
As doth the Maker of the vvorld, vvhen ſoid. 
Novv th' Judge of all tands bound at Pilat's bar. 
Great God is tryed For's life, by man : 
Ter by this ſtranger juſtified, 
Say mine ovyvn people, vyhatthey can. 
Hurried to Herod next, and's men of VVar. 
Hevod forſooth vvould feea miracle, _ 
And dathyvvhilt I Suftain © Diſdain $0 patiently, 
VVho could ſcoule theſe proud fcorners quick to Hell. 
In vvhite and ſplendid rayment then, from thence 
I'm re-convey'd To my firſt judge. 
('Tvvixt vvhom and Heyod peace is made, 
They in my blood can fink their grudge) 
VVearing the type of ny clear innocence, 
Saith Pare, ſee, norI, nor Herod can 
1 | Higcrimediſcry, VVhy he Should be  Gondemn'dcodye; 
VVill you, this feaſt, that I releaſe this man ? 
Take Aim, and ſconrge him, ſcourge him as you liſt, 
Oh! VVhatIfeel! My God yyhar laſhes! 
Think you my back is ſtone, or Reel 
Like your hard hearts ? O-gage theſe gaſhes? 
And ſpare your rod, or tell me vvherefore is't. 
Ter doth mine hand ſtill ſvyay thatiron rod, 
VVherevvithTcan ' All thoſe My foes, Ev'nasone man, 
In pieces break; and make them knovy I'm God. | 
VVho vvould havechoughe all governmentvverelaid 
Upon theſe ſhoulders Thus'rent and torn 
By cruel ſtripes? yet they're th' upholders 
VVhereon both globes o'ch' yvorldare bornz = 
A load that's ligheto the ſtripes of them, that ſtraid. 
» I am the fruitful field, novy plovvd in furrovvs, : 
F That fy fin Miglithave It's grave -' To wither in. 


I am the rock, theſe holes arefinfiers burrov vs. | 
mY C 4 Print. 
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+ Princes, vhil under Padagegues they bee, 


Can ſtand and fee, VVhen they've tranſgreſt, 
Subjects vvhipt for't; vvhy, Pilate, mee 

Thou'ſt innocent and king confeſt, 

Tet for my peoples faults I'm ſcourged by thee. . 
Pilate, thou thinkſt theſe bloody ſtripes may ceaſe 


Their bloody cry, But blood So good, They'll driak them dry, 


And their Hydropick thirſt vvill more increaſe, 
Alas ! thoy think'ſt to ſeal me a releaſe 
From blood in gore, But 'tyvill not be, , 
"Till I have empried all my ſtore. 
Then, ſinner, there's releaſe for thee. 
$0 dearly muſt I buy my. ſnbjets peace. 
Pilate's ovyn vvife becomes mine advocate: | 
Her ſufferings in Her dream, Tothem She doth begin, 
So to prevent my paſhon, torelare. 
But vvha can harden his ſoft covvardiſe, 
Totake my part And ſhield my right? 
Or mollike rheir hardened heart 
To quit their ſpl: en, or ſcirhous ſpite? 
Pilate have nought to do vvith Chriſt, ſhe cries: 
VVoman, thy husband's like to've nothing furs 
VVith me todo: VVhilſthe For me No heart can ſhovy; 
But to condemn, vyhom heacquits, endure. 
Pilates auvn Lady playes the nurſing mother z 
VVhileſt Jevvs reje&t, Builders refuſe 
Fair Sjons precious ſtone Elect, 
VVhich for the cortier God vvill uſe. 
"VVare, Pilaxe, leſt this croud they conſcience ſmother. 
Pilate and I have tyvo bard parts to play; 
Pilaze, topleaſe All thoſe My foes, Tet me releaſe: 
I, to make Eeav'n and earth good friends this day, 
Time after time he queſtions and approves 
Mine innocence; Andrells the Jevys 
That clearly, that's all mine offence ; 
And doth the oyl of courtſhip uſe, | 
VVich either more enflames, or nothing moves, 
Pilate hangs firſt 'tvvixt tvvo, bee'ng crucified, 


Conſcience and Fear : The Rout 'VVithout For blood appear! 


By Pilates Privy Counſell 'tis defied. 
-n | VvVil 
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VVill you, faith Pare, I releaſe your King, 
Or Barabbas, The Murderer ? - | 
The Man, of Men the Monſter yvas, 
Tet Barabbas they all prefer; , 
Blood upon blood thus on themſelves they bring. 
Novv, O ye Heavens, ftand aſtonifhed ! 
, And thou, bright Sun, Be gone: Get on Thy mourning govvn, 
That, vvhen I bow mine, thovy may'ſt hide thine head. 
Let Gad'rens novy for kind commended be; 
Tet they preferd Their heard of ſyvine, 
Bur no Barebbas in that heard. | \ 
But, Oh! the hoggiſhneſs of mine, 
Even of:;mine only people unto me ! 
VVhy? ev'n theſe Butchers trade's a miſtery. 
There 15a skill, That they This day © Have learnt to fill 
Their hands vvith blood : and that before I die. 
| The murder and the murd'rer, a!l's their ovyn, 
VVhilſt they thus chuſe: And oh! vyhat yyonder? 
VVhat fitter head for bloody Jevvs, 
Than this Barabbas, to lift rnder, 
VVhilſt from their head they caft off me, their crovyn ? 
My Chriſt, there's yet a ſvveerer miſtery : 
Innocent breath 1 ſee In thee Condemn'd to death; 
That th' chief of finners might eſcape thereby, 
VVhae ſhall I do then vvith your King, ſaith he? 
Him crucihe! ' Cries all the rout, 
Oh let him, let him, let him dye! 
As if they could not live vvithour 
His blood; no more can 1, Lord, give it mee. 
VVhy bur, faith Pilate, tell me, vvhat's his crime, 
Qr'take him you. Avvay, Say they, Lethimdyenovy, 
To find his fault yyould ask too long a time. 
VVhilft all can tell me hoyv, none can tell yyby 
I ſhould be FjIPd, Sirs, is't becauſe 
I gave you good and righteous Lavve, 
VVhich you have broke, and 1 fulkll'd? 
Muſt I, becauſe I tet you live, novy dye? 
Or is it for ſome injuries of old | \ 
In Egppr, and. Inthe Red Sea, ' And deſertland, 
VVhere of your Fathers Fathers bave'yon told! » 
Ch r -'\ 
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Or1s'r, becauſe I ſaid, I came from God 
To bring a nevv And great$alvation, 
Greater then th* firſt, to thee, O Jeyy|! 
Proving my miſGon to my Nation 
By an all-conquering vyonder-vvorking Rod ? 
Is it, becauſe your dumb can ſpeak, that 'm = 
Cry'd out againt?- *Gainſtme Areye, O Jevvs! incenſt 
Becauſe of all my cures? arethey my crime? 

Is it becauſe your dead arerais > that I 
Am grudg'd my breath? Grudg'd vvhat I give? 

Am I theref6re condemn'd to death? 

Doth't therefore greive you, that I live? 

VVhy Iſhall quicken the more, vvhen ere I dye. 

Then Pare puts me in the ſouldiers hands; 

T hey. plataCrovvn, Alaſs! It vvas A thorny one, 
VVhich he muſt vyear, vvho Heav'n and Earth commands. 

VVhy,I am [/zae''s King; and him I found 

T th* vvilderneſs, That hovvlingvvaſte, 

VVhoſe mufick theſe outcries expreſs ; 

VVhoſe only” fruits are thorns, I raft; 

Cloath'd vvith their fins I'm vvith their thorns too crovyn'd; 
Thus I vvith finners change, 'tis vvell for them, 

\ Their thorney Coryvn $0 vyoln, & born, 1:make mine ovvn, 
Tielding for it an heavenly Diadem. 

Iſrael, that ſo long brqught me no ſvveet Cane, 

| Novy puts me of VVith a pgor vveed; 

For ſacrifice they bring a ſro: 
"And for my ſcepter, bring a reed; 

Ter by me Princes rule and Kings do reign. 

Then in a Purple Robe they me inveſt; 

But that ſame colour 1 vyore Before Through ſtripes & dolour, 
Both on my ſcourged back and cortur'd breaſt, 

Then gath'ring round, ev'n as they liſt, they flout me. 

Hail King ! they cry; And boyy the knee, 

But not their hearts: (VVhy, truly I 

Ever had ſome that ſo ſerve mee) 

Breathing diſdain, yet can't they breath vvithout me. 

They rend my feſh, the Temples of mine Head 

They ſmite vvith reeds: 'BurI Surely. Shall quit their deeds, 
rey rending Vaileand Temple, vvhen I'm dead, 


 ——— 


In 


7 ad SON, ' m e 
In ſtrange diſguiſe (for ſo are Princes yyont . 1 
VVhen as they paſs Through ſtrangers lands, 
And ſuch Judes is, alas ! 
To me, vvhilſtI am in ſuch hands.) ' 
Brought forth I am, thatPrieits might me confront. | 
Aruthfull ſpectacle! a man of grief! | 
Laden vvith vyoes! VVith thorns; VVith ſcorns Of bitter foes! 
VV:II not the Prieſt and Leyite yield relief? 
VVhaither, oh ! vvhither, vyould I, coujd I flie? 
Shall I repair Toth' Alcars fide? 
Spight is there hotreſt. Theze they are, 
That firſt cry'd, be he crucihed! 
Avvay, ſay they, O lethim, ler him die. 
VVe have a Lavv, the Sonne of Death he is, 
Gods Sonne to be Thatmakes Ortakes Himlelf, here's he. 
Sirs, do not quote the Second Palm for this, 
Pilate, an Heathen, dreads my reverend name, 
VVhich Jevvs deſpiſe; Enquires the more 
VVhencelam? vvhence my Kingdome is? 
Not of this yyorld, I h'd faid before; 
So, he my, dumbneſls, I his deafneſs blame, 
Of vyhat he asks; I did thetruch impart, 
And told him ſo: Buthee, Gan flee Thetruth, as though” 
It vvere ſome Ghoſt, or Morma., Truth! what art? | 
VVith's povver of life and death he then doth brave me, 
VVho hold the keys Of Dabiditill, 
To ſhut and open, as I pleaſe, 
To bind and looſe all, as I vvill, « 
For ſuch Command'ments God my Father gave me : | 
Tet Pilates Conſcience in his face till flies : 
Novy he projets Hovymee Tofree; Butallth'effeR's ' 
T' enflame their fury, double cheir. out=cries. | 
Tet in their anger ſu much yvit they have, 
As to compound Something to calme 
Poor Pilates Conſcience, vyhy, they've found 
Some ſimples ſoveralgn as balm; 
Oh ! *tvyas good ſatisfaction, that they gave. 
Thou art not Gaſars friend; if this man go, 
Novy-take your Chriſt, Fulfill - Tour yvill, Do vybat you lis. 
VVith him, Jevvs, ſo I ſentence, and ſo do. ok? 
| ; 
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Thus he and I ſyyim doyvn one trearn this day. 
Tet the poor man * Found vvant of vvater, 
Call'd for a Bain, and began 
To vvaſh him from this bloody matter, 
VVhich nothing can, but yyhar he gave avyay. 
Truly his vyaſhing clears not him, but me: 
| Hodoth proclaim, Thati Novvdye. A ſpotleſs Lamb: 
Then, vvretch, vyvhat Ocean can compurgate thee? 
Pilate, upon us and our children fling 
Thou this mans blood »* VVe Jevvs, thus vviſh. 
Is this your ſo much long'd for food, 
To you of all the forbidden diſh? 
Pilate then cryes, ye Jevys! behold your King. 
VVe have no King but Ceſar, they reply. 
Sirs, you forget VVhoſe hour Of povver This 1s as yet. 
Satan's your Ceſar more, then he, or I. 
Satan, not Ceſar, bad you plot my fall; 
That Prince of Hell, Philiftia's King 
Plovvs vvith mine heifer 1/reel : 
Thus to mine end, mine ovvn me bring. 
Tet Sampſons death's Philiftia's Funeral, 
The Purple Robe then trip they from my back; 
VVhich plainly ſhevys It's vvorn And born For ſinners uſe, 
That of my Righteouſneſs they might partake. 
[Thus is the Truth tripe naked : And agen 
My ſeamleſs coat They make me vveare 
Unto mine execution plot, 


That by my ſyveet attonement there 
I might an Union vvave *tvyixt God and Men. 


Theace to the place of Sculs, Lo! 1, their Head, 
The tree accurſt, * Before Itbore Me, bear it firſt 
Till I, by bearing it, am almoſt dead. *- 
Thus mine may learn in me, vyhat burthen he 
Muſt daily beare, Taking his croſs, 
"That in my vvayes vvill perſevere, 
Reck'ning death gain, counting life loſs : 
VVho ſtumbles at my croſs, can't follovy me. 
Novy are my graanes nevy pickled in friends tears, 
They'd teal, I fpie, Thistree From mee, By Sympathy z 
YVhich by conſtraint Simon of Cyrenc bears. l - 
ut 
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But vveep nor, Daughters of Jernſalem | 
For meat all, But for your Cuty; 
Alas ! vvho can prevent thy fall, 
VVho ſhevy'ſt thy builder no more piry ? 4h 
IF they do thus to th? green tree, vxo to them! * 
Thus un1er P:lates ſentence, and command 
O'rh' Roman State, Thatall May fall, On Romes proud Pate 3 
I'th* place of Crucifixion, lo! Iftand. . .. 
Rome ! thou'rt that Sodom, Aizypr, Babylon, f 
Though Myſticall; Drunken vvith blood | 
Of all my Martyrs, mine vvithall 
Novy mingling vvith thy Tybers flood. 
Rome's ſtored vvith croſſes and novy lends me one ! 
Not Fabbathab, but Golgotha's the ſtage 
The Camp yyithourt; VVhere I Muſt dye 'Mongſt all che rout, 
Taſting at once both Hells and Heabens Rage. 
VVhy ?I am the great Sacrifice for lin, 
And therefore muſt VVithour the gate 
Unto the Earth commend my duſt, 
VVhilſtmy dear blood doth expiate 
From all tranſgreſſions thoſe, that are yvithin. 
Behold, my dear Diſciple, my dear Morher ! 
Her I bequeath | To thee, To bee After my death 
Provided for as by her $on, my Brother. 
Novy ſee your Brazen Serpent lift on high, 
Upon the pole! My bloody croſs 
Bears fruit to quit, vyyhat Adam ole : 
Juſtice, I find may n't go by th' loſs, 
Tet grace ſhal reign by righteouſneſs, hereby. 
Oh! hovy I'mſtretche and tortur'd on this tree! 
Oh! hovy each vein Andnerye Doth ſerve Aſey'ral pain! 
*T vvas man greyy looſe, and I muſt ſtraitned bee. JOEY 
Oh ! hovy thoſe hands, I ftretcht forth all the day 
To I/rael, Are ſtretcht again? 
That as my Patience did excell, 
So noyv I might exoeed in pain; +, 
VVhilft ſinners co mine heart find open vvay. 
Oh! hovy my feer, thatnere took t® avvry, | 
Are pierced through !/,. Made fait ' In haſt My erols unto 
Till the tranſgreſlors may find time to flie. i T 
* < pv 
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Iam the doore, they tralle me t6 the tree: 
And, as is fit, Over this gate 
A royal ſuper [cription's vvrit, / 
That in a4 (ongues ny, preach my ſtate. 


Oh! all ye, tha paſs by, thn inby me. 
Toth croſs I'm hing'U'in mine humaniry, 
Thirfrom the vor Even each Might reach That livingdoor, 
VVhoſe upper hinge clafps in vvith rh" Deity. 
\Romans, and Greeks, and Hebrews come and look ; 
Theſe operf Arras kevy th'open vvay, 
Hovv by mine, you may gaſe your harms ; 
And miay become otie fo!d rais day j 
* FamtheShepheard, and my croſs the crook. 
I am the ſhepheard, and ty crook, the croſs; 
VVhereby I gather * And keep My ſheep; And thine, 0 Father ! 
T1 ſuffer death, ere thou ſhalt ſuffer loſs. 
Living, my bread of life amotig ny Jevvs 
I ever brake, For 'tvyas their right ; 
VVho vvhilſt they ſpreadgheſe arrs; do make 
. A feaſt for Gentiles through their ſpight; 
That, dying, I might none, that come, refuſe, 
Come utito me all ye, that ladeti be 
VVith fin and vyrath; Comeys Tone; O come iri faith $ 
P11 bear your burdens, yvhilſt my croſs bears me, 
Mine hands are 'fiot ſo nzil'd , but that I can 
Ey'rl vvith theſe nailes .. Still pick the Tock, 
Hung on your heel, if your key fails: 
But vvhilſt I preach, alas ! they mock, 
If thou be /h' Chrift, be thine ovvn Jeſiw man. 
VVhy Jevys remember, vvhat your high Prieſt taught, * 
Hovy needful *rvyas, That 1 Should dye, That th* cup mightpaſs 
My people, vvhiltI drink their bloody draught. | 
But, Oh Fer»/alem! canft laugh at mee? 
And at my griefs? As thou didfſt knoyy 
My preſſures to be they reliefs ; 
Repent, believe; and be ir ſo. 
But laugh not at me, yvho thpe vvept over thee, 
And yet vvep blood, for this, thy tupid ſtate. 
Father, I pray, Reprieye, Forgive Theſe foes, fot they 
Alas! my God, they do, they knovv not, vvhat. wh 
ey 


or, 


bl 
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-T hey y curſe, T bleſs: T pray, vvhillt they revile. 
VVhilſt Prieſts do feof And fore diſdain 
The Sacrifice, that comes not off 
Th' Altar, but ſuffers ro be ſlain, 
My blood makes interceſſion all the vvhile. 
VVho'd raſe, then raiſe, the Temple (this is he) 


14s; 


In three dayes ſpace; | Terhee, VYeſee, Can'tquit this place, 


VVhere all the nails, that hold him; are but three. 

Tet mock not, paſſenger ; vvag not thine head _ 
In ſo much ſcorne, VVhenthou think leaft, 
VVhen I this bitrer death have borne, 
To earneſt I'll ſoon turn they jeſt ; 
And raiſe this Temple ere'tbe three dayes dead, 
Come dovyn ſay ſome, and ſo convince'they foes; 


VVhich if ſhou'd; Hovyſore Aftore Of yyrath, and blood, 


VVould come*dovvn too? Sirs, 1'bear off your blovys. 
VVirh the tranſgreſſours numbered am 1: 

On either fide, Truth be@ng betvven, 

Falſhood and theft hang crucified; 

Tet if Heay'nRolls theſe men had' ſeen, 

They'd found mr in annother Triniry, 

Bit, oh my grief ! not onely mjne ovyt1 Nation, 

Bur thoſe, that be' - Juſtly Todye, Firſt ſcoff atme, 

Their partner, notin crimes; but condemnation. 
Ter can I tiot forget ty dear Compaſſions : 

Though both reproach And flout ar me, 

My blood for tinners fince I broachy, 

I vvill not ſuffer both to be 

Ar once partakers of tyvo condetmnations ; 

Th' one I call home, though inth' eleventh hour ; 


And thereby Thevv; | Hoyy kind "Amind I bear to you, 


Thgt turn, though late, ro me your Saviour. 
ut oh his rare-Conyerſion! oh hovy he 

Juſtifies God! Rebukes his mate! 

Open his fin ! k fleth hisrod! 

Takes me for Lord, beſeeching, that 

In my Salvation he might ſharer be. 

Thus on my CroſyÞvvork a nevy Creation : 


Loofing the bands Offin VVithin From th' kaners hands. 


My bitter ſacrifice brings ſrveer ſalvation. 


Thus 


CERN . 
| -- -Fhns F-give life to othets, yet I dye; 
I heal their vyvounds, And break their bands ; 
Tet anguiſh mine ovyn ſoul confounds 
More, then theſe nails do pierce mine hands, 
My God! vvhy doſt thou me forſake? Oh! yyby ? 
They rend my garments, caſt lots for my coat, 
VVhil& I hang here, Shame doth Mecloath, Elfe nak'd I vyere, 
Tonder's they Joſephs coar, Lord doſt not'knoyvr' ? 
The ſeamleſs veſture of thy finleſs child 
Hovv bloody is't? My God! my God! 
Ter not ſo bloody as thy Chriſt 
Is all vvithin by thy ſharp rod. 
O be'nor ferce to me, for I am mild, 
See, hovy I'm nail'dko this moſt bitrer tree ! | 
Hovy I'm accurſt |  Hovy gall Isall My.drink in thirſt 
And vvilt thou, ſo, my God, my God! leave me? 
See, hovy men turn my gloty into ſhame, 
Mocking my Faith And conhdence; 
Some ſay, he for Elias pray'th ; 
But, Lord, thou knovv't my mind and ſenſe. 
They flout, they flcere, vyhilft 1 call on thy name. 
Tet ſave me, for I'm thine : thine handmaids fon, (no man, 
Made of this yyoman ; Thy ſhade This maid, VVhen knoyyn by 
Lnpovvr'd, to.bring forth-me, thine holy one. 
Father! I'm gh' only Fatherleſs on earth; 
All others have 1 Fathers, or had: 
O picty, pitty, Lord! and ſave 
Thy Fartherleſ*, ſupport the fad. 
Oh! leave ane notin death, yyho gay'ſt me birch, 
My God ! my God |: vyhy doſt thou me forſake ? 
VVho neyer thee Forſook, 'Or took - One fin to mee, 
Except the ſins, that thou didſt bid me take, 
They fill the ſpunge vyith yinegar, but thou 
My ſoul doſt fill VVith ſharper grief. 
Oh! inner, here's a bitter pill, 
Tet for thy ſickneſs ſvveet releif. _ 
My God! my God! O do not leave menovy! 
Hovy darkneſs vailes the land! yet clouds do hover 
Darker by far: . Thy vvrath, -Lord, hach Eclyps'd thy ftar, 
YVhil from thy darling thou thy face doſt cover: 


\—_ — »— 


Hovyv 
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"Horr both Sung ſuffer vvhile the) they Son lies under - + 
Thy fierce difpleaſurt ! Th” Sun bears 2 part, 


" But mine eclypſe it cannot meaſure. 


Lord, thy ſore froyvns do teare my heart 

More, then the Temples vaile, that's rent afundet, 

Novy come thy breaches ahd thy darkneſs on, 

O JevviſhLand ! For thou Haſtyovy Borhrid thine had 
Of thy brighe Tight, and ofchy Corner-Rone. 

Father, the earth's all ague, and 1 more. 

Ev'n rocks arerent, Myſbul's mote rorne 
Tet flinty Jevvs do n't once relent, 

My God! leave notmine hope fortorhe. 

I hav" done. Lord, open th' everlaſting Doors. 
Father, into thint hands I give my Spirit, 
And utmoſt breath ; VVhillt FRY Thin hus dye; And, vvith me death 1 
That my dear ſeed henceforth may life inherit. 

Then Chriſt, in [yvect ſubmiſſion, bowes bit Brad * 

To all Gods oleaſure: Irhink on't ſtill * 

Lord, make che boyving hearf my treaſure, - 

An heart to bovy to all <y vvill; 
Thatdying I may ſay, als finiſoed. 

This done, my Saviour q uſely ſhevvs his "MI oY | 
Graves open flie; ' They ſhake * Ard quake, ' That fee'hirfi die : 
The rude Cehiturion's ſtruck with ſtrangerentorſe, ' '*" 

Thus Chriſt Gr his pris'ners, captivates © 5 ON 
His fcornful foes} by 4x their breaſty'” "12" ov 
Confeſling rehoai they oppoſe 
To be Gods SON, novy nor in jeſt,” 5 99% 
Thus Samp/on's death brake rel Phylifafis Ate 
Then wit a ſpear his ſide a Souldier ftrikes j 
Cleaving theRqck, ' That may Eachday. VVater that Floek; 
VVhofe Shepheard is novy paſt all puſh of pikes, 

' This is the fauntdin op'ned for chy fin, * © 
Jeruſalem! Thy filth, thy guilt 3 Chg M90- 
Here is for each a proper ſtream, © | We 
Vater and Blood ; Let none be ſp iſt: | 
O quench chy gull go and cleanſe thy filth hervirt, (70-1 
Iſre'I they Paſchall Larnb, thy Chrift, is dead, © '” (Leaven! 
oo Lamb frog Heay'tt? care, Prepart; Purge our thy 

_ no more thy ptaliee wich thy bread, | _ 


- 
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SON. 


ho - 

Or if the Jevyiſh lump vvyon't leave their leaven 
Make me leave mine; TI have in me, 
(Lord, nail it to this Croſs of thine) 
An evil heart of enmity. 
Lord, kill this enmuty 'tvy;xt Earth and Heaven. 
Be thou my fort, and hiding-place, my ſoul : 


VVould lodge in thee: .My Lord! Aﬀord One cleft for mee, 


Thy vvalls are ſhatc'red, yet thou'rt timber-vvhole. 
Satan and fin Ih'veſeeni'th' Tragick ſtory 
Shoot through and through Thy bleſſed heart ; 
Tet not one bone vvas broken, though 
Mount Sinai's Cannons plaid their parr. 
In this rock hide me, till [h've ſeen thy Glory, 
Shall: nor Chriſt crucifed far dearer be 
To me, then Pelf, Then name, Orfame, Or life ic ſelf? 
*Tvvas thus yvith Joſeph, vvhy not thus vvith me ? 
The Souldiers having broke the others leggs, 
But not my Lords; Joſeph, a man 
Rich in the goods, this yvorld affords, 
But more in faith, moſt boldly ran - 
To Pilare, and Chriſts lifeleſs body beggs. 
Then in clean linnenyvraps char {kin and bones, (ure 
That martyr'dtreaſure: And yyhy Can'tI Take as much plea- 
To cl6ath chy members, Lord, thy naked ones ? 
Jevvs, ovy; our kitig's comme dovyn;- Sirs, do you ſee him? 
Tour Temple lies Flat by che ground: 
VVill you believe vvhen't doth ariſe; 
Catching your Chriſt at his rebound ? 
VVhy, if his ovvn vvon'thave him, Lord | give me him. 
Chriſt, having novy giv'n death his deadly vyound, 
Follows Way na ; Invades Deaths ſhades, Enters a tombe, 
To fee vvhat ſpoils may in a gravede found. 
Great Conquerour, vvho haſt kill'd death i'ch' duel, 
After this art Lodg'd in a tone? 
Rather take up in'my poor heart, - 
Hovy hard ſoever, or hovy none. 
Qh \ thar 1 vvere thy Cab'net, deax jevyel! ' 
But-Joſephs xgpckyyas pure, that vvas nevy ; 


= 
= 


Firſt in a vyomb, VYhich none Had knoyvn,; Then ir a tombe; 
VVhere none had lain, my Lord lodg'd; this doth ſhevv | tbe, 
| | muſt 


SON. 
"Tmuſtbe clean and yew firſt, Terthy paſſion 
And ſtream of blood, . VVhatdidi wn 
That Purple,'yet a Chriſtal flood ? = 
VVas't not the making of meclean ? 
Doth not thy riſing mean my renovation? 
Th&#n make and take forſuch this heirt of mine, 
Anddyvellinit; This breaſt Ts beſt, - Thar I can get, 
Had I a berter, Lord, it ſhould be thine. 
Surely the King of rerrour I could brave, 
If my Lord vvould This Sepulcher, 
This heart, as his ovvn quarters hold ; 
I vvould nor goale, nor goaler fear. 
O hovy my Saviours Corps perfume the grave! 
Lord, make this heart of mine a living one 
T hrough thy deaths merit; Convey, Lpray, To me thy ſpirit, 
VVho thy dead fleſh didſt cofhn in deadftone. 
VVith th' Arimathean Counſellour combin'd 
Alerrned Rabbi, To ſhevy Chriſt kindneſs ; 
An [ſraelitiſh Door : may be, 
Some vviſer man vvill blame my blindneſs, 
And Antichrift in Lew and Learnipg find. 
But inay my ſoul. yyich bleſſed. Fo Nel yp dyvell 
And-Nicodem : Tet, dovyn VVith th* Govvn, Cry ſotne of chem, 
VVho ſcarce, I doubt, from theſe ca bear the Bell. 
A ſpicie mixture, 'bout an hundred/pounds, 
VVho came by night To Jeſus, brings * 
T' embalme his Lord, that gave him light, 
VVich Aromatick precious things : 
Tet not one half ſo precious, as thoſe yyounds. 
Novy Jeſus (Jonah like) Heav'ns ſealed one, 
neers the deep; Bur ſhall, The YVhale,” The grave, him keep? 
Souldiers vyatch, and Pilart feals cheſtone. + 
' As Daniel's ſeal'd vvhet caſt into the Den, 
Malicious Jevves Requite. 4 ſezle 
And vvatch, vyhich Pilate vyon'r FI 
Leſt ſome the coffin'd Cotps 'p "(ould ſeale. 
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They'l keep the Sunf ering; ; =o men 

Lo! in Goa og ed Ton g p 2! 
Adam yþs firlt, Hay 'ti 'Forfin Tir "_ 
To th' Grave, My Ol us fulkills the cop.” | 
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$2 SON, 
—Then davvns char bleſſed ed light, har over a ny os my 
Makes one day ſhine More, then ix other; 
For ſhould fix vveek- day lights combine, 
One Lords-day brightneſs vyould them: ſmother : 
VVith thee, Thy Dag, Lord, riſeth and proves Prince. 
That Day is novy obſcur'd, vyberein Chriſt ſlept ; 
That Day's made bright, In vvhich That rich And orient lighe | 
Quit that blind priſon, vvhere he had beentk | 
Surely, that thay's the vyhole vyyecks Ju bike, 
(That day's the beſt, VVhich my dear Lord, 
By ceaſing from his labour, bleſt, | 
' Labour, that coſt more, then a yyord) 
VVherein redemption ſet the ranſom'd free. | 
This firſt day finds more, then the ſeventh day loſt; , 
Can fuperadd And raiſe More praiſe , Theti th" other had : | 
So th' old Commandment is fullfIl'd, not croft ; ] 
That bids me celebrate, vyhat day of ſeaven 
God hath moſt bleſt; And hu, doth call : 
Such was the torvith, & our-reſt, 
'VVe ſovvr'd Gods firſt yyorks by our fall, F 
Till Chriſts laſt Paſſover purg'd out the Jean. | ] 
l 
] 
, 


VVas not Chriſts Burial part of s Humiliation ? 
His day of reſt From that, Dark fate _ Shal't not be bleſt? 
Shall 1 ,*"s prize anevy, then old Creation ? 
Reder. ,ption is 4 making old things nevy. 
Rouze, Chriſtians, then : Though dend before, 
Lett ords dayes find you living 
That vvith your Chriſt can riſe and Dare. 
And for the Chriſtian, quit thy Sabbath, Jevy. 
The firſt in fin runs firſt to th? Sepulcher 
Poor vyoman kind ;. But Chriſt Is miſt; Oh! they catt'; find 
| TheirLord; though tvvo of his Life-guard appear. 
The tvvo bright pointers, of that bleſſed Star, 
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His countenance, VVhoh'd zoll'd che ſtone, . ] 

| Strikes keepers hearts, at's firſt, advance, | 
+ As dead, as vvhat he nk | Purdy 4 
Thieves vvere, novy Angels F Chit [x 0960 are. L 
Say th' vyyomen, yybo ſhall rollche oP. a vvay ? 4 | ] 
*Tovas done before. Thus "vg oh I fn | myfedre | 4 
Quirto mine land, vhen try, vyho v4 1 


Surely, 


— 


be 


_, SON. 
| Surely, my ſurety. did-my debt diſcharge 
Lord, elſe vvby ſhould Thine Angel be 
Sent dovvnt” unlock that priſon-bolg, 
VVherein my Saviour lay for me? | 
My ſurety's free, vyhy. may n't I vvalk atlarge? 
They vvould vvith Oyntments, Qdours, preciqus things, 
Perfume his Priſon ; But th' dead VVas fled; Their Sus vras riſcw 
VVith ſvveerer balme, vvith bealing in bic wings. 
Mary, the ſinner, Mary Magdalen 
Marcheth ith” van To th*Sepulcher, 
But th' Rone's removy'd, and ſo's theman; 
She, miſſing her dear Saviour there, | 
To Fobn and Peter runs, and-comes agen. , -_ 
Theſe rug a cace, the: yvager's preciqus- truth; 
But Jubn out-ran : - Alas!, He vvas - The younger man. 
Happy the man, guns: after Chriſt in yourh, 
Peter, ſucceſſour ro his Maſters Croſs, | 
VVhileſt Jobn keeps out, Enters Chriſts Tombe 
Looks for his Chriſt, but finds a clout |, - 
And vvinding-ſheert in Saviours room: 
But Chriſt is gone. Oiblelſed, gainful loſs! 
Mary, th' old vveeper, ſtands vyithoutand cryes ; (throvvn, 
BurFpoping dovvn; Spies here - Andthere' The Gravecloaths 
VVhich linnens ſcarce canferve to vvipe her eyes: 
She is ſtill anxious, turns her round, and 1o 
There th' Gard'ner food, | As ſheeconceiv'd, 
Ev'n he, that vvaters vvith his blaod. ., 
Each plant of his. Thus Chriſt's receiv'd, 
By the true ſeeker oft, yvhen't thinks. not ſg. 
Sir, if thou have borne him hence (and 'tvyas vyell pour? 
Tell me;ſaithſhee; Afary/ Lol Ewnl am he 
Ah ! my dear Lord, chat yyord revives my brealt. 
Tet couch-me not, ſaith he, I'm not aſcended ; 
But go, thou rather || And tell abroad 
Unco my Brethren: to my Father 
And yours I go, mine and your God, 
So richly is the pooreſt: Saint befriended! , 
Hovv ſtudious 1s my Lord, that they ſhould knovy, h 
Andſspartake - Of this , . His Bliſs, , . Thar did forſake , 
Hun in his captive ſtate agd ſuffecings (0. | WAY 
ar D 3 Surely 
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SHOTS OF O0h TOE? my bs R 
Surely theſe men, thatfled then from their colours, 
Might have expected - Another kind | 
Of meſſage ſhould have been direQted>-- 
From their novy riling Lord: but figd/ | A 
Their fins in his Grave buridyvith his dolours. Tl 
No yverd of th' old uncomforrmable tory, * Sc 
Burſay Tmriſent - Lettears And fears Take up mypriſon. | V 
Run, cell my Brechern, thoubaſt ſeen my Glory. Sc 
Allo the Angel cryes, be notaffrdid5-'' 
Jeſus you'd have; I knovy it yyell; 
Gur think you, Dabidin a Cave, 
Or Dav:ds Son muſt ever dvvell : 
Come, ſee the place, vvhere your dear Lord vyas laid. 
VVoman, your Lord's notheres your Lord-is riſen, , 
Have you forgot Tour Lords Ovyn vvords? Or have you not? 
' Seek you the Prince of life jt this dead priſon? 
Run, tell the reſt, and Petey, Chriſt is/gone 
Tovv'rds Galilee,” As he did fay. 
VVith joy and fear avvay they flee 
All dapled like the time of day. | 
And as they march, behold! they ſee theS 0 N. 
O may my Lord thus evermore appear, , | 
And ſhine upon Poorme, VVhenhe Saith, getthee-gone 
And unto others of me tidings bear; - ». 
Oh bleſſed meeting ! Courtſhip, and devotion !. T 
All Haile ! ſaith he ; © They bovvr* his feer; | ; 
Light, that forbids us courteous be, ' | 
VVas then ſo dark, Chriſt could not ſee't. 
That maſter caught his ſchollars no ſuch nowon. ' 
Men, 'tis obſery'd, the riſingſun adore; ' 
Chriſt's riſen noyv ; & bright Day light Beamesfrom his brovy; 
Shall not all yyorſhip the Son of God much-more ? | 
The vvatch mean vyhile bring nevvs of all char's done 
To th' Prieſts vvithin, Ev'n that Chriſt's riſen ; 
VVho ſeeing him paſt reach, begin | 
To plot hovy they this truth m' impriſon; 
Chriſts ſecond Grave-ſtone is a filver one; 7, _. 
VVhar potent pranks cari mighty Mammon ſhevy ! . - 
Povverfull pelf' 'In'ts facts Ontacts « Ev'npovy'r itfelf; 
Money can make truth'falſehood, falſohood-truc. 
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Motity betrai'd my Locd toall theſe vyrongs; 
Novy they're devifirg To. keep on foot 
Something to «loud this bright Suns-rifing ; 
And *ris large money that muſt do'r. 
This filver key muſt turn the, ſouldiers tongues. 
Souldiers are taught a ſorry. tale to tell; (chinks 
1 | VVhich ſhould, methinks, Nere {lip Their lip; But that,vvhich 
So ſvveetly, can make all ſound pretty vvell. 
Say,” Philft we keepers [leps as th' Sepulcher, 
's Diſciples came And flole bins thence ; 
V'rh.ch if the Gevernour [ball blame, 
VVe't meditate and make your defence. _— 
Novy hear, O Heavens ! and, Q Earth ! give car. 
Can't thus, O 'e, fool ayvay; thy Glory ? 
; Is. ſuch a-vvile. Fable Able Toblind thine eyes? 4 
Is this th' authentick, yet received tory ? 
VVhy, ſouldiers, if you ſlept at th' Sepulcher, 
VVhilſt charvaſt tone VVas rolling back, ' 
(VVhich may a Jevy believe, or. none) 
And ſome by Rtealth the corps tid take ; 
I marvel, youcould ſee; vvhat men they vvere. 
Or, if you ſavy che thieves, yvby did you not 
Stop or purſue.2 . So-ſhort. - Reporr YVantſo much glue? 
See hovv the laſt vvords have the firſt forgot. 
But, oh fond Prigſts and Elders, yyhence is it, 
That you can ftroak , Theſe ſouldiers partes ? 
Sure, ſuch negle& yyould you provoke. 
Of all. Tet you're their advocates; 
Alas! hovv fury doth befoole their pvits! | 
Mean vyhile Diſciples vvere ſo far from thieriag, (refuſe 
That, vvhen this nevves They brought, That ſavy't, Tetthey 
Totake't for truth, being ſo far from believing. 
As tvyo.of them'yvere to Exax going, 
Their buſie tongue Bee'ng yvell jmploy'd, 
My deareſt Lord ftands them among ; 
No ſooner talk't of, then enjoy'd, 
Happy the Servant's, vyvyhom be finds ſo doing. 
VVhat is your talk, that makes your walk [o [ad 7 
Saith Cleophar. Doft thou |, Not knovy Thele things? Alas ! 


A mighty man and Prophet vye have had; 
D 4 Mighty 
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i | SON. 
""Liighry i in wana Tand deed#vvith God ar and Men; 
Jeſus vvas he Of Nazareth, 
VVe'd hop'd, might our Redetmerbe: 
But him our Rulers put to death, © 
This bee*ng the third day fince. And yet agen 
VVe knovy not, vvhat to think or?t, burried (cher, 
*Tvvixt hope and fear ; For ſome,” That come From th' Sepul= 
Aflure us, that he's riſen from the Dead. 
Buf, oh this evil heart of unbelief! 
This vvant of faith, Thartah provoke 
The gentle Lamb of God to vvrath, 
Setting in ev'ry vvheel a ſpoke, 
Clouding the rifing Sun vyith'gloomy grief! 
O fooles, and ſloyy of heart, replies my Lord, *\ \ 
Slovy to believemez Butoh Notſo Notſlovytogrieveme! 
Ought not your Chriſt fulfill che vvricten VVord ? 
But Chriſt can't alvvayes hold his chiding ſtory: 
Sugars his cheeks 'VVith ſvvect inſtructions ; 
Moſes his vaile in pieces breaks A 
Proves by Prophetick fair dediiftions, 
Through Seas of Sufferings Chrift muſt laid in Glory. 
My Lord then makes, as he yvould further go : 
But they- begin! © Topray Him ftay, Andheturns in: 
Happy, vvho lovetheir'cloſe reprovers fo. 
This bread of life thus broken 'vyhen he had, 
He breaks more bread, And makes them eat; 
Their Lord's their Shepheatd, they're vvell fed; 
Body and Soul, vvith bleſſed mear. 
My ſoul, ſeek Chriſt firſt: and thoſe things he'll add. 
Juſt novy my Lord makes them ſee, vyho he i is, 
Then ſlips avvay: And, oh! Twas ſo YVah melaft dy, 
One moment op'ned and ſeal'd up like blifs. | 
VVhen Chriſt vvas gone, ſay they, vve right haye gueſt, 
VVhat light 'tyvas, brought So bright a day 
Todarkeſt Scriptures ; ; might haye thought, 
The riſen Sx vvas in our vvay, | 
Finding our hearts ſo burn vvithin our breaſt, 
Then they return back to Fer#/atemm, | 
© Brimfull of joy, To feaſt ' Thereſt; Butthey are coy, 
Till Chriſt himfelſ ſtands inche midſt of them. 


And 
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 And'tis ſo till. VVhoever's ſent abour © © 
To tell thy tory, Hardnefs of hearts 
And unbelief blinds all thy glory: 
Lord, vvho believes? Lord, vrho converts ? 
Till th y dear preſence putsall out of doubt, 
r, Their doors bee'ng ſhut, and heats much more, that even 
jon MyLofd topur Allour Ofdoubtz* (Noneelſe can do't) * 
This nevves imparts in perſon ro th* eleven. 
Tet oh hovy hard a thing ts this believing?- 
A ſprite appears, As they ſuppoſe z 
The ſame, that in their ſtorms of fears 
bych on the Sexs, vvhen vvinds aroſe. EV 
hanr'fies fools-bolt, havy thinders truths receiving! unT 
Jeſus ſalutes them vVith a peace be to you M 
[ Once and agen: /' Tis 1; Sirs, vrhy Diſtruſtyou then} 
VVhy do you let fuch thonghtsariſe, vvhy do you ? 
Dovyn doubtings; I'm got up: And ready have 
(Sirs, come and ſee + And feet; I pray, ) 
A Tombe, dead unbelief, for thee | 
Dig'd in my fide but & other day, 
And for your doubtings in exch hand a grave. | 
If cheſe ſuffice ngr, handle, feel my feer, 


—— ——— lh ds. 
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There'are tvvo more. Douht.not, I've got  Allas before; * 
Rather then raiſs their, faith; their ſenſe he'll meer, PF | 
Then for the further feeding of their faith 1 


He calls for food; They give him fiſh, 
And Honey-Comb : but, oh! his blood 
Aud body is a ſvyeeter diſh. 
Then, breathing, take the Holy Ghoſt, he ſaith. 
Noyy dorh the oft-nipe tree of life recover : 
Puts forth again Nevy ſprings, And brings Fruits, that remaing 
Spirit and Life, ſo prove's Deaths VVinter's over. 

Thomas mean vyvhile, bee'ng abſent fromthe reſt, 
Freezing from th' fire, (Like them, that muſs | 
Th' aſſemblies Chriſt is yvont er” inſpire \\ 
VVith ſvveet aſſurance, joy and bliſs) 
Can't feed his faith yvichrhear-ſay of a feaſt ; 
He myſt firſt hold a Coroners inqueſt vs 
MuſtſeeChriſts ayles, And muſt Firſt thruſt I'th' print o'th' nailes 


His fingers ; e're this faith enter his hyoalt. of 
Dy Hig 
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His faith muſt go on fliles, or nor at all; x 
See vvith the eye; Feel vvith the hand, - 
His faith muſt in his fingers lye, 
His faith muſt in his feelingſtand, | 
At th' bound from ſorry ſenſe he'llcatch the ball. 
Th' vveek after, he and they be'ng all cogether, 
VVirh bleſſed greeting (Increaſe Of peace) Chritt croyyns their 
Thomas, flithhe, come reach thy anger bithec. (meeting, 
* As men are vvont, yyho've Children to betaught, 
My Lord vyas fain, (Thoughev'ry letter 
' In's hands and feet vvere printed plain) 
VVith's finger teach him ſpell the becter, 
The Child cb faith by feeling muſt be brought. 
My Lord1 and my God! hovy this fight relieves me ! 
Poor Thomas cries. Chriſt ſaith, Thy faith May thank thine eyes; 
Bleſſed is he vyho ſees not, ow me. - 

Diſciples after this a fiſhing 
But no s caught Throughout the night ; 
* Till ENS and brings onghout th ; on 
Lord ſhevy me ſo, vvhich ſide's theright, 
VVhea to catch ſouls thy Goſpel net I throvy. 
Chriſt look't into their cupyboard juſt before ; 
Children, have'ye - Got meate,, Tocate? Elſe come to mez 
I've food and firing for you on the ſhore. 

Hence ſinfull cares; infeſt my. ſoul no longer, 
Baſe diffidence; Doubxings retreat; 
Soul, mind thy Saviours providence; . 
Do thine ovvn vvork, and he'll find meat, 
Or give thee ſomething's berter, if thou hunger. 
Dinner bee'ng done, Chriſt ſpeaks of vvorking then ; 
Und fothould vve; Our vyhet, Not let, Our food ſhould be. 
Shepherds Chriſt feeds, to feed his ſheep agen. 

Shepherds, vyho love to eat, but not. to feed, 
Are, vvhat they're not, . Not, vyhatthey are ; 
(A Paradox, and Gordian knot, 
VVhich Chriſt vvill cut, and vvill not ſpare) 
Shepheards in name, but ray'ningyyolves indeed. 
Peter, doit love me more, then theſe? I'll prove thee. 
Then feed and keep. My flock; My.ſtock Of Lambs and Sheep. 
| Allknoving Lord, ſaith he, thou — ſt, Llove thee.. 


Peter, 
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er, vvhen chou vaſt young, then thou vvalk free... *, +) 

To conme and go | A: thou'dit a mind, | welt ednd 
bo 


Girding thy ſelf: 'r ſhall norbe ſo, Wore 
VVhen thou art old, others ſhall bind, Hal 
And gird, and carry thee. Man! folleyy me. .. | 
Peter replies, and vyhat muſt this man.do? ' 
r VFhat's that to thee?. Follow 'Methou., Hopvuy buſi vvee | 
Are, to mind athers vvorks, our ovyn not {os /: ,'; . 
In an appointed mount in Galilee - 
Chriſt meets th' eleven: Chargeth, chem there 
By all his povv'r in Earth and Heav' A, 
To preach the Goſpel ev'ry vvherez 
Baptizing in the name of One and Three. 
And in (o doing, faith, I'm vvith you fill. 
He ſhevvs Hells loſs : Deaths gate, Sins ſtate Spoil'd by his my 
Novv is our Sampſon got on Geza's hill. 
To prove my nevy-boughe right to ev'ry Nation, | 
Nevv tongues I give © Unto'you: Though 
Tou drink vyhat's deadly, you ſhall live: 
Serpents ands {icknefſes ſhall knovy 
And Devils roo, that I have vyroughr Salyation. 
As many years, as I/ra'l juſt had been, 
Chriſt, dayes doth ſpend '*Tvvixtrhe RedSea OP's bloudy end, 
And Heav'nly Canaan : forty dayes he's feen. 
Mean vvhile Chrift ſummons others from the dead, 
To evidence Hig Refurre&ion':/4/ 
From types, from texts, from Faith, from ſenſe, 
Of proofs hovv full, hovy fair colleRtion, 
Shevy” ng Chriſt is Riſen as the Churches head, 
Novy, O deyourer | vyhere's thy-yictory 2 
Our of the grave Thatold Strorighold And exxing Care | 
Gomes meat and ſyveetneſs; vuhichvyho tafts, can't die: 
Ev'n Chriſt comesthence.' Andnavy in Olibets 
VVhere he laid dovyn rr of pay, 
For th' purchaſe of his A croyvn, 
His bloody ſvveat: ev/n there this day;. 
To ſee's Intronization, Saints are met: 
VVile thou reſtore the kingdbme, Lord, ehey cry, 
Tolſr'elyet? For you © To knoovv Times is not fit; R 
I'll ſend my ſpirit ! that's my Lords reply. 
ec O vyhat 
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_ ' O yyhar an eager fooliſh things man | 

- Bufie to knovy, VVharleaſtconcerns him! 
But to take forth, alas ! hovy ſlovv 

The leſſons, that my God vyould learn him. 
A ſieve, that lets go th' flovv'r/butholds the bran. 


Melchiſedeck mean time, our Prieſt forever, 


VVithlifr up hands Owhis All bliſs And grace commands ; 


' VVhomclouds receivingfrom their fight do ſever. 


But not from th" eye of faith, vyhich fixedly 
Purſues their king; Tilf Angels do 
Tidings of's ſecond coming, bring, , 
In ſuch ſort as, they'd ſeen him go. | 
Chear up, my drooping heart, thine head's on high : 
Tet not ſohigh, but that his heart's as lovy, 
Asftill rtomind Poor thee, "Till hee Hath made thee find, 
VVhat for thy gain he ſomerime did forego. | 


Novv's the forerunner ent'red in far thee ; 
Thy Lords aſcended; - Up, and avvay ! 
VVhen Chrift firſt roſe; this flight he 'ntended ; 
And art thou quickned here, to ſtay ? 
May all-my life but one Aſcenſion bee! 
But I'm all fits and Rarts, and cannot get 


Hol&of mine ovyn; Butclouds Proveſhrouds; And all ſeem, | 


Sometimes I rife yvith Chriſt, but cannot ſe. (gone ; 
Ter am I fixt, vyhilſt Saviour firs in Heaven ; 

There are no hills Anddales on high; 

My Svvampes my Saviours merit fills, 

That all might ir{ ailevel lie, 

Making my ſtate, though normy comfort, even. 

VVhyart thouthen, my ſoul; diſquieted ? ' 

Chriſt dvveltin duſt As thou Doſt navy; Shall I nottruft 

Him, that drank of my brook, to lift mine head ? 


Is this the Butter, that bore Pharuohs cup? 
Though he forgot Joſeph i'th' Priſon, 
VVhen rais'd himſelf, thy Lord vvill not 
Reckon, that hee's compleatly riſen, 

Till all his foes are dovvn, and friends got up. 


” 
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|, pecrw'F then, thou. evil heart of ubal; ; | 
Thou art a fo," To mee | ſee,” 'To him 1 bhavred'. 
A goale vvould fit thee vvell; for thou'rt a'thief.. 


Thou pick'ft my co rts, and thou ſteal't his raiſ 
His and Lee loſs WAL ro' cles; / FRY 
Betvvixt tvvo thieves Chritt lefr "one Croſs 
3 | Void, that there hanged thou mightſt bee. 
Th' arch-thief of all, that rob oh Gods high vvayes. 
Novy, as Mount Oliver for $10» Mount 
Thou didſt forgo, Teach mee Like thee, Syvveet Saviout, 'd 
, Heay'ns joyes before earths fatneſs to account. 


I deteymined not to know any thing, ſave oy Chriſt, and bin 
crucified, 1. Cor. 2: 1. 
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T Verſe proceeds to him, that by proceeding 
Subfiſteth in the Deity | 

K But can't proceed yvithout his ſpeeding : 

* This Dove doth reachall other birds to f Y. 


My calloyy muſe hath pinions, but no vvings, 


Tet th' Dove, that hatcheth other things, 
Can fledge mine infant tnuſe vvith utrerance. 
But th' other day I ſavy a Lamb take vving - 
And flie to Heayenfrom an hill ; 
I vvatchr to ſee, if any thing 
VVould fall from him in flight, and found a Fw 
Of vvhich I made a pen;/and fell rovvrite  .  » 
The ſtory; vvriting, found aVerſe; F 
VVhilſt on mine. hand #Dove dd light, | 
And bad me vvitfthe Lamb the Dove rehearſe! 
My maſter from minehead bur th' ocher day 
The Clouds did take: unkind?-orkind? 4 


For, vvhilſt my mo 
His Mangle dropt, vvhi # 7: rf ps 
I ſeek it: Bleſſed Spirit Come and "i 
Thy beaming vvings and cover me, '” 
In hy brighe light thy Poet lead | 
Thar in thy light vyoold fain diſcover thee. 
* Tis only Sun-ſhine, that can ſhevy the Sun, 
Alas ! my Lord, my ſpirit'sfleſh ; 
Dark lanthorn light is next to none: 
My Froſt-nipt blooms vvhat $un-beams can refreſh? 
Since then my cabnal mind can never ſhevy 
Or vvho, or vyhat, dear Dove! thou art: 
The ſpirit of my mind renevy 


Andit ſhall reimburſe, vyhar thou'lt impart. 
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Pinions indeed of ignorance ; jor 
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Father and Son are God, and God's a Spirit, EN 
- And yet Gods Spirit neither is | 
Father, nor Son; yet doth inherit 
VVith both an equall, yer diſtinguiſh'd bliſ;. 
Father and Son are God, and God is love, 
Tet neither Father, nor che Son, , 
But their ſyveet ſpirit's the ſyveer Dove: 
Each hath his Spirit, yet they both bur one. 
By this eternal Spirit Chriſt, the VVord, 
Offers himſelf to God and dies : 
Tet by his Spirit dothafford 
Of life unto dead finners all ſupplies. 
This Sgifit's infinite: oh? vvho can flee 
His preſence and all ſearching fight? 
Tet he's a vvind, vyhich'vyho can ſee 
From vvhence it comes, vr vvhither it takes flight ? 
This Spirit's infinite ; dvvells every vyhere, 
Fathoms all hearts, founds ey'ry deep : 
Tet hovv fevy Temples, Lord! are there, 
VVhereinthis holy Ghoſt doth houſe, or keep ? 
This active Spiric moves in ft Ave gy 
VVorks, as he vvill; doth, vyhat tits, 
Mans heart's that only" braſs and ſteel, 


* That the ſvyeer Spirits motions reſiſts. 


This poyv'rfull Spirit did the Heavetts garniſh 
And doth renevy earths vyith'red face: | 
VVhen vvinter yvaſherh off the neo 
And makes a verdant ſpring ini place, * 

And vvhy notin m Mg? Mii Lax blovy, 
O North yvind, and, thou South vyvind, come, 
Let all my ſyveets and ſpices flovy, A 
That he, that oyyns my garden, may have ſome. 

VVhere the Lords {ſpirit is, there's liberry : 

Tet a grim Sergeant one day came, 
And neck and heels my ſoul did tie, 
Saying, he did it in the Spirits name. Ny 

He did his Office, and vyould ftot he brib'd; 
Bu as his vvarranit ſhevy'd a vvriting 
Spiric of bondage, there ſubſcrib'd, | 

I ſpied ; and found, 'tyvas of Nis oyvi1 indiring.” ©** © 
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My heart before had been a bird of prey, 
But, novv bee'ng conyuer'd by aDoye, 
I chink oni't till, hovv't ſprangling lay, 
Crying for quarter eo that bird of love. 
I markt his bill, butſavvy no Olive branch ; 
Peace I implor'd, but he deni'd; 
VVhat blood hedrevy, refus'dto ſtanch, 
Till 1 ſubmitted co be niortified, 
Dear Dove, ſaid I, convince me, pierce me, grieve me 7 
Strike through and through this vvrerched heart, | 
So that thou'lt bur at length relieve | 
And vvith thy gentle vvings but he Es ſmart. | | 
Dear heart, ſaid he, I fuck thee for to troke thee, _ 
Put thee in bonds, to ſer ; 6 free; | 
' That/I might better heal, I broke thee; | 
I'm ſent to comfort, by convincing thee. | 
Though I'm all light and peace, yer 1 did ſend thee _ 
To a dark priſon, holding over , | 
My black rod, but it vyas to mend thee ; 
For friends do Fools and Phranticks thus recover. | 
Remember, man, thy vvild and Bethlem-tricks ; 
Hovv oft I ſtrove vvith.thee in vain ; | 
Thine heel could kick againſt my pricks; 
Sure 'tvvas high time to get thee in a chain. : 
Thou, and Manaſſch, od.in much more need ' 
Of iron chains, then chains of Gold. | 
Diſtracted foik mutt purge and bleed, 
And in their moneths be caught agd kept in hold. 
O bleſſed bonds! ſaid I, O happy trouble! 
O bitrer ſvveet, ſvycet-bitter ſmart | 
My pain yvas great, niy profit double, . . ' 
VVhilſt thus thou undertak'ſt ro tame mine heart, 
Void, Chymicks | ſpill your Spirits ! quit your art! | 
Ceaſe from your oft ſought, unfound ſtone; | 
There's but one Spirit, can conyert | 
An iron chain into. a golden: one, | 
Dear Dove, thy pris'ner may { ever be! 
Bondage is like to be my ſtate, | 
If to. my ſelf thou leave mefree., - - | 
He's only free, yrhomthou doſt captivate. A 
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—"Vihere the Lords Spirits 1s, ; there's liberry ; ; 
No man can ſay, Jeſus is Lord 
But by the Holy Ghoſt, or cry 
Abba, till that ſvyeet Spirit teach that vvord, 
[ vvas a liſperand a Rtamerer, 
And could not ſkill o'th' Sibhboleth, + 
That mighe my pray'r to Gad. mdear, 
Till this free Spirit gave neys {peech{and breath. 
I vyas a beggar, ſo extreamly-pgor, 
I ſkill'd not hovy to make my moanes 
But this Dove met me at Gods door, 
Supply'ng my vyanc of vyords vvithRore of groanes, 
I vvas in ſuit, and could not yvell make good 
My Title 3 But ſaid this free Spirat, 
Soul, take this ſeal, rhe ſeal 6f blood; 
lam thy vvitneſs, and thou ſhale inherit. 
I found a riddle, vvhilſt I'foughta Text, -. 
But this free Spirit loos'd the:knot: 
VVhich, vvhen 1 h'd read, yet yyhat vyas next, 
Had not this Spirit vrompeed, P'd' forgat. 
My barren grounds vyhere chapt for yyant of rain 
Gaſping tovy'rds Heaven for a flood; 
This Spirit Aoyving in amain, 
Told megthat he had brought me, that's as nood... 


I ſearcht mine heart, found fa much droſs and ci 


So lirtle elſe, I fell a mourning , 
Both for my groſs and ſplendid ln; 
Then he to me the ſpirit vyas of burning, 
I fell a burning vrhen my God did chide meg 
VVater, ſaid I, or I'mundone ; 
This freamitg Spirit ſtreight ſuppli'd me, | 
Till all choſe ſcorching flames vyere quencht & gond 
I fell a chilling till my heat, grevy ſtone ; 
Scarce had I left one vvarm deſire z 
My fro'zen heart vvas next to none /,, 
Then ſaid chis Holy Spirit i 1 am fire, 
[ fell a melting yvhen I felt his heat; 
My ſoul vvas broached at mine eyey 
The ice vvas thayyn to tears and ſyveat,, 


hay with freſh gales this bpics gandp cart | 
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| Theſefontinels thus dri'd, pride rais'd a tumour, 
And then the Spirit's fain to take 
His Lancet and let out the humour : 
But, oh ! mine heart hovy did it burn-and ake ? 
VVhich this dear Dove perceiving, ſtraigtyvay goes 
T' a precious box, and thence applies 
An ointment, made of Sharon: Role; 
VVhich both the ſvvelling cools, and mollifies. 
VVhenT vvas none, this Spiritmade me be, 
Andlive, and breath: vyhen I vvas vvorſe, 
(For vvorſe, then nothing, fin made me) 
For my rebuilding freely did imburſe. 
My tony heart this ſpirit hatcht to fleſh : 
My feſhly heart did circumciſe; 
My bleeding heart yvith balme refreſh 
Thoſe tears that fell from bleeding Saviours eyes. 
In native gore vvhenT polluted lay, 
Havy'ng none tovvaſh, to ſalt, to ſyvath me; 
His counſells vvere my falt that day; 
His lavvs my ſvvadling bands: his grace did bathe me. 
VVith milk for Babes this comforter did fill 
Both Teſtaments, the old and nevy ; 
Bur hovy to come by't,1I'd no ſkill, 
Till he thoſe breaſts-of conſolation drevv, 
He took me by the hand, and taught me go, 
For I vvent all by forms before, 
Till's holy un&tion made me knovy 
A nevyv and living vvay to fathets door. 
I gotupon an hill, vyould faindeſcry 
Heav'ns Canaan from earths vvilderneſs ; 
But being there, could nothing ſpy, 
Till vvith his eye-ſalve he my eyes did dreſs, 
Over againſt Heay'ns haven on the ſhore 
Iſtood and vvaited for a vvind; 
Then did this Spirit vvaft me ore 
In hearr, in hope, in faith, in joy of mind. 
Arithmetick and th' art of meaſuring 
I h'd tudied, but bungled fill ; 
The meaſure of a ſpan to bring 
Or aumber of my dayes I couid nor ſkill. 
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Then this free ſpirit gave a vvatch to me, 
VVhich ev'ry day vvind up I muſt, 
To tell me hovy my time did flee 
But Iforgor, and let it ſtand and ruſt. 
Then being griey'd, that, I'd ſo diſrsipeted 
Both gift and giver, did indeavour 
To vyvind it up, butt' had collected 
Such ſoil, as from the vyheels I could not ſeyer. 
Then did I mourning to the donour go 
Confeſs'd my fault, ſhevy'd him the oile, 
Ir gather'd, vyhilſt neglected ſo: 
Do not deſpaire, ſaid he, for I am oyle. 
This is the Spiritof all life and bliſs, 
Tet vvhen I felr him firſt, I died: 
The fountain of my life he is, 
Tet but for him, I h'd neer been mortified. 
This Spirit in mine heart doth ſhed abroad 
Gods dear and never dying love: 
Tet not a day 's but his ſharp rod | 
Doth me ſeverely chaftiſe and-reprove.., 
This Spirit rais'd my Chriſt, yet caſts me doyvn, 
Doth caſt me dovvn, and yet uphold; - 
Mine humblings are my joy, my Crovyn; - 
My fear doth make my faith more firm.and bold. 
Calms are not alyyayes/profitable for me, 
Therefore the vvinds are ſometimes high z, 
This Spirit bluſters, and isſtormy, : 
That I might graund-faſt-in. humulity. 
This Spirit is my good and only guides 
Tet, vvalk i” ch' Spirit, Scriptures ſay. 
My conduct, and my path beſide -, | 
This Spiritisz my Captain, and my vyay.. ... 
Man vvalk accordingto.thy native light,  - | 
Say ſome, and thou ſhalt perfect bee; | 
Perfe& indeed, as noon's atnught ; 
Lord, in thy Spirits light light. let me ſee. 
A ſpirit there's in man z þutth' inſpiration 
Of the Almighty only can 
By no leſs, than a neyy Creation,,. EN 
Enlighten't : ſuch a dungeon fin made man... 
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 Mansſpirit is the Candle of the Lord ; 
VVhich, vrho vvould ee by, firſt ſhould lighr 
At Gods ovvn fire, ev'n Gods oyvn vvord : 
Gods vvord, 's his mind, fentus in black and vvhite, 
For {ince th? incarnate VVord his tender love 
In blood to vvrite us condeſcends, 
VVhar vvonder, that his oyyn dear Dove 
In ink and paper Pptayes us to be friends ? ' 
Nor Son, nor Spirit had T underſtood, 
Bee'ng ſunk ſo deep in fins dark gror, 
Had not the Son took bone and blood, 
Had not the Spirit pen and paper got. 
The Son, in humane natureclad, doth raiſe 
My conſcience out of guilts dark grave; 
The Spirit, cloarh'd in humane phraſe, - | \ 
My mind out of blind-Ttgnorance's cave. 
The Son in ſervile form came dovvn arhong's, 
Serving, to purchaſe us command : 
The Spirit fell in clovet totighes, 
As vvho vyould liſp, that yve might unterſtand. 
Surely this Spirit of alf Spirits fram'd 
That Book of Books, my Bible dear ; 
A thing thar's all things, ean be nam'd: 
Food, phylick, rtealtir e& leaſtires; all are here, 
A glaſs, that ſkevves to ev'ry trian'his face z 
Aftaff, that helps thefStneth'vvalk : 
A ſpur, that makes him mend his pace -* 
A light, that ſhevys vyhar, and lk n6t, fo balk, 
A Book, that makes the ſimple truly viſe : 
A Book, that proves the vvifelt fools5*: 
A Book, that helps the Readers eyes: / 
A Book, that baffles and befools the ſthools. 
A Book, vvhoſe &y'$y Teafe, vvhoſ&er ry line 
Ourſhines the milky vvay as far,” 
As if Hedvens light ſhould all editbitie  " 
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A Book, that told my ſtory, eft T'vvas1 
A Book; that tells me, vyhat ſhall be * 
VVhen'mno more; vyhat dooth ſhall paſs 
On States, on Churches, Perſons, andonme. - bor | 
1s 
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Thit Book's truths ſtandard, nay, 'tis erurh it felt; 


So vvell's the Spirit here pourtrai'd; 
This Book doth ſan&ifie the ſhelf, 
The hearr, I mean, vyhere it's ſincerely laid. 
Tet ſome by reaſon, ſome by nevy-found lighe 
Not only leave to queſtion take, 
Bur mend this Book and ſer it righe 
By Tables of Errata's, they vvould make; 
So much is good, and tis Canonicall, 
As to mans reaſon is commenlur'd ; 
Gods light, by mans, muſt and, or fall; 
And ſo the Sun by Sextons Clock is cenſur'd, 
Methinks, I love the Author for the Book : 
The Book for th' Author much more love; : 
V'Vhen op'ning, into it Llook, 
My God, I can't forget thy ſvveer ſpreead-Dove. 
The gentle vvings I feel, and heayrhe mourning 
Of that dear Turtle, vraiting ſtill 
Upon my grieving an returning, f 
To bring an Olive-branch of peace i'th' bill, 
The lines, I grant, are riotall of one colour, 
Ter all make up mans doom and duty ; 
Some promiſe joy, ſome threaten dolour;/ - 
Variety makes up the Turtles beauty. 
This Dove Bezaleetand Abalieh taught 
All curious vrorks for th' Sanctuary. - 2 
But Scriptures are- fore finely vvrought, . 
Shevving moſt art, vvhere they ſeenrmoit to vary. 
As vvhen this one ſyveer Spirie is call'd ſeaven, 
Perfe&tion's meant in unity : | 
A Spirir, filling Earth and Heaven, 
at operates in al}, burdiverſly. 
Some reckon ſeaven Suns ro ev'ry 
$80 many Moons to ey'ry year , | 
As ſhe turns th' vvhole fee; or half cheek, 
And doth by turns firſt fir, and then appear. 
This Spirit makes in Sampſon ſtrength excell, 
And in a Moſes Government, 
And vviſdom in a Daniel, 


And all much more in Chriſt, vvhere't dyvelt wayents >; » 4 
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-- SPIRIT. 


- ThisSpirit doth, Þ cranſcribe the Goſpel-ſtory 
On th fleſhly tables of mine heart : 
Chriſt's Cradle, Croſs, his Grave, his Glory 
All's ated on that ſtage by th* Spirits art. 
To his Birth aaſvvers my Regeneration : 
Heart-Circumciſion ſuites to his : 
To's Croſs and Grave mortification : 
And Grace and Hope to's Riling and his Bliſs. 
And then, as Chriſt makes interceſhon for us, 
The Spirit in us, intercedes ; 
VVith crying blood our Chriſt doth ſtore us, 
VVith fighes and groanes the Spirit in us pleads. 
This Spirit 1s unbounded, yes believers 
In earthen veſſels this: rich treaſure 
Only receive, as he delivers, 
And he diſpenſeth each -one but a meaſure. 
This Spirit is eternal, never dies, 
An unextinguiſhable fre: 
Tet in mens hearts oft gaſping cryes : 
Oh! if you quench me-thus, I ſhall expire. 
This Spirit is a Dove, yet to conteſt 
VVith Croyves and Vultures 14 he fain ; 
VVhilftin his room mans yvretched breaſt 
Dorh luſts unclean, vvraths, rapines entertain, 
This Spirit it a Dove, 'yet's vexed often 
© By fooliſh man, that peeviſhyvaſp,. 
VVhoſe heart nor Sun, nor ſhovyv'r can ſoften, 
Man grieves him, vvithout vrhom he could not gaſp. 
- This tender Spirit vvho, but man, vvould "_= ? 
If I my Comforter make ſad, 
VVho onely can fad hearts relieve, 
Alas! my God, vvho then ſhall make me glad ? 
Grieve, fooliſh heare! be'rto thineovvn perplexing, 
Be thou as melted vvax in me, 
That thou ſhouldſt ſet this Dove a vexing, 
That ſyycetly ſeals redemption unto-thee. 
Give, ftubborn- heart, relent, ſince for thy ſake 
The Lamb of God not onely blood, 
Butev/n Gods turtle tears doth take ; 
Let thy repentance ſtill help onthe flood. 


Melt, 


's PIRIE. 


Melt, ſtony heart | till all becomes one river. 
Doves do delight near ponds to; dyvell: 
Groans are'beſt-muſick to'a griever : 
Such 15 Gods Dove, vvhoſe groanes thy duty tell, 
Shevv not thy ſelf vexatious toa Dove, 
That cannot grieve thee,vvithout grieving ; 
Ev'n Publicans yield love for love. 
Quench not truths Spirit by thy unbelieving. 
AfMlit not this dear guide :1go not aſtray; 
Nor look back from an holy life; 
VVhile th'Spiritſayes z his is the vvay, .., 
Have falt in thee; remember, man, Lots vvife. 
Check not this Spirits checks, but let them bee 
Taken for kindneſs, as they are: 
His ſmitings reckon oyl ro thee; 
Say, ſmite my rock, my God, and do not ſpare. 
Grieve nor this Holy Ghoſt by entertaining 
Such inmates, as he cannot bear ; 
If bands of luſts thine heartbe training, 
VV hat room for this ſvyeet Spirit can be there? 
Seek holineſs, ſeek p:ace, make after Union 3 
Let Meditation ſtir this fire ; 
Pray'r blovv it up; let ſvyeer Communion 
Maintain it burning till, and raiſe it bigher. 
Quench nor the ſmalleſt ſpark in thy yveak brother 3 
VVhat flames are on that hearth. of thine 
Boaſt not, nor yet deny, or ſmother. 
Rather deſire thou for to burn, then ſhine. 
Some care not for this Dove, had tbey his feather ; 
A ſorry bargin ſuch vvould make; , 
Over a vyhile ſuch ſhall have neither ; 
Seek thou the Spirits gifts for graces ſake. 
'VVare (inning againſt light and grace and love Y 
Knovy, ev'ry of thoſe fins, that are done 
Directly againſt rhis dear Dove, 
Comes near to that, thatnever ſhall have pardon., 


If we libe in the Spirit, let us walk in che Spiric,Gal. 5. 25, 
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FAITH: 


Rom thee, dear Dove, | TerRtill in thine embraces, 
þ= Faith, Hope, Love, That Trinity of Graces, 
Noyv let me paſs, and ſuccour fo my Verſes, 
That I may exprefs, vvhat my*Mufe rehearſes, 
Faith, T'le begiti ” VVirh thee; for thou vvaſt th* firſt, 
VVhen bloody fin” Had made mealt accurſt, 
That ſhevv'd th*avenger poſting after me, 
And bad me to ſome Refuge-Ciry flee. 
. Some men vvould make Faith and Repentance ftrive, 
VVho ſhould place take; Bur, furely, Faiths the hive, 
In vvbich that bufie Bee, repentance, makes 
Tears drops, !}ke honey from-mans heart, like vvax. 
For, vvho can grieve For that, yyhich they beheve-nat ?> 
V'Vho can believe Mans finfull ate, and grieve not ? 
I did delieve the lavy, and ſo relented, © 
I did believe the Goſpell, and repented. 
I did believe, That God made all things good; 
And then did grieve, That I ha@brought a flood, 
A flood of fins, and ſo of miferies 
On all: this brought a deluge on mine eyes. 
I did believe, That God took fleſh, loſt blood 
So to relieve Me, and to drovvn fine flood: 
Then girt, like Peter, did begin to ſvvim 
In a repentant Sea of tears to him. 
Repentance loyyers, Tet (like ſad rainy dayes) 
Bring fruits andflovy'rs And floods to vvaſh our vyayes, 
Its Clouds bee'ng kill'd vvith, vyhat bright faith exhales. 
But's dry as deſperation, vyhen faich fails. 
Tet have I heard, That fome repented nor, 
That aftervyard They might believe. This knot 
Is ſoon untied 5 Firſt Faith lends rears and grief 
Unto repencance, then an handkerchief ; 


Thus 
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'  ThusFaith precedes Repenrance, yet comes after y-"''S 


Follovves, yet leads; _As Mother andas Daughter ; 
As the bright Sun the brackiſh Sea doth round, 
Encampaſling Repentance Faith is found. 
Faith, I vyould tell Thyftory i61 could, 
VVhere thou doſt dyyell, - Or yvhat thou art, behold ; 
But thou art Faith, vvhich ſenſe.car no more reach 
Then death the Deity can praife;, or preach. - 
Ididaſk'at Heav'ns gate for thee, dear grace, 
But vvas told, that There viſion held thy place: . 
Then ſome infernal fends faid, they could ſhevy thee, 
But took thee for no grace, for they aid rue thee. 
I looke about _ On Earth ta find thee there, 
For there no, doubt, Thowdvvelit, if any vvbere 
And yet again th' unerringScriptureſaith, 
VVhen Chriſt ſhall come, ſhalkhe on earth find Faith? 
Surely not much; VVhen he ſhall chat day bring 


- Unto the tough -Each one, that vvears a ring, 


All vvon't prove Gald that gliſters, and is fpecious, 
Nor feigned Faith be then approv'd as precious. 
Oh! that Ikneyy Thee, precious Faith; and coutd 
Thy reall hue, Thy luftre, but-unfold, 
I ſhould ſoon drayv all eyes from him, that hath 
Gold rings, to gaze on th' poor; vyhen rich in Faith, 
Alas! moſt take Thee for ſome pebble, they 
Do nothing make To believe atty vvay 3 
Oaly thoſe tgyv, that have thee, jealous are, } 
Their Faith is not the right, the right's ſo rare. 
Thou'rt arich ſtock, ' A Diadem brought farth 
Only by th' rock ' Of ages, of ſuch-vvorth, 
Thar, vvho hath thee, alchough be hath no'more, 
May vvell eſteem the golden Indies pagr. 
By thee the juſt May live, vvben vyantsſurraund 
And ſo he muſt, VVhen ather things abound. 
Faith makes the canſcience good, and thayy vvell dreft, 
Is a continyal food, a conſtane feaſt. Y 
Ot the houſhold Of Faith, I'm ſure I've read; 
And dare be bold, They-vyant ng hauſhald-bread; 
Faith daily ſers on the believers board 
The Heav'aly bread of gh) ever-living yvord, ET. 
E 3 Others 
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Others lookby - Their trades to be maintain'd: - 
VVhy ſhould not I To be by faith ſuſtain'd? 
Thou art the calling; man bur miſapplies 

To other trades the name of myſteries. 

The myſtery TFhouart; yerth' Oedipus 
That doſt untye ': AN doubts and knots for us. 
Nothing is hard to thee: vyhere thou canſt not 
Unriddle, thou'ſt a ſyyord to cur the knot. 

Hovv blind vyere man , | But for thy piercing eye? 
VVho nothing can,'- No, not himſelf, deſcrie. 

Thy clue guides through both Labyrinth-like yvaies, 
Of mine ovvn heart, and through the Scriptures maze, 

I ſhould be ſet | Andpos'dat firſt and laſt 
T'th' Alphabet, - But that, dear Faith, thouſbaſt 
Taught me to knovy my letters, VVho, but thou, 
Could make me'th' Alpha and Omega knovv ? 

Or to knoyy him . Aright? alas! my fight 
VVere dark and dim, Bur for thine eyes, thy light, 
VVho ſeeſt him, that is inviſible. 

VVhart fleſh and blood perceives not, thou ſee'{t yvell. 

Pray'r 'sa blind beggar, If ie do vvant but thee: 
It may be eager, + But right ircaunot bee. 

Hope vvere an hopeleſs thing, but that thou doſt 
Allovv it ſpend upon thy proper coſt. 


Faith makes pray'r knovy, VVhere i have its Ammunition, 


And teacheth, hovy Tolevel each petition. 
Of clam'rous fin, quick prayer, by Faith, gains cope, 
And brings ſalvations tidings back to hope. 

In pilgrimage TI vvent to Calyery, 
That birer tage, VVhere my dear Lord did dye; 
VVhere miſling him, Icry'd out, vyhere is he? 
Faith vvhiſper'd to me, go along vvith me. 

” Faith broughtmero Adoor, butit vvas lockt: 
Faith bad me go . And knock, and fo I knocke 
Then th' door fleyy open, and a Lamb did ftand 
Cry'ng: take both fleece and fleſh. But h'd no hand. 

But as my moan - I made yvith tears and grief, 
Faith lent me one, $01 took the relief: 
VVhich having got, found that'this believing 
Both giyes me Chriſt, and is of Chriſts ovvn giving, 


But 
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- But as I thought | To h've carri'd home this gift, . . 
A Croſs vvas brought, VVhichI vvas bad to lift, 
Or leave thereſt; Icry'd, but could not bear it : 
Said Faith, I'le lend thee ſhoulders, do not fear it. 
VVith much ado I got this bleſſed pack, 
Chriſt and's Croſs too By Faich upon my back; 
But could not go, nor Rand, till Faith did meet 
Me, juſt a finking, vvith a pair of feet. l | 
Faith hav'ng nevy vampe My ſoul, I then could vyalk. 
Reaſon's fin-crampr; And 'tis but idleralk, 
To ſpeak of marching in its trength and might, 
Till Faith lends reafon legs and ſets it right. 
VVe ſtand by Faith, Saith Paul; vve ſtand by reaſon, 
VVhoever ſaich, I doubt me, doth ſpeak treaſon. 
They ſhevy their reaſon beſt, that daily beg, 
Lord, give us Faith, reaſon's a vvooden leg, 
Faith makes me ſee, VVhat reaſon's aſking ſtill, 
Hovv can it be? Lethim take heed, that vvill 
Believe no more, then he finds reaſon for, 
Leſt he find reaſon, to believe no more. 
VVhen Faith, as Queen, Makes reaſon vyait upon her, 
Reaſon's then ſeen Look like a maid of honour ; 
Bur let that ſaucy Courtier 'vvare his head, 
That crovyds the+Queen into the truckle-bed. 
In a' feyy miles March, betvvixt this and Heaven, 
I found ſome {tiles Not fevy'r, then fix, or ſeven, 
That reaſon ſtumbling at; Faith, help me over, 
Said I, till poor lame reaſon ſhall recover. 
No ſooner faid I fo, but Faith did lift, 
Ev'n as I pray'd, Me over vvith my gift; 
VVhich done, I fell aboard that ſacred fleſh, 
That ſo I might my fainting ſoul. refreſh. 
Bee'ng cold and thin, The fleece I had receiv'd, 
I vvent to ſpin And vveave; but as I vyeav'd, 
An enemy did caſt a fiery dart, 
VVhich, but for th' ſhield of Faith, had kill'd my heart. 
VVhere hadſt thatfleece, Said Satan, thieviſh inner, 
Of righteouſneſs That thou'rt he come-a ſpinner } 
I anſyyer'd, falſe accuſer, not by thieving 
Had I my Righteouſneſs, but by believing. | 


" | 
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Belie- 
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Believing ? vvhat Doth thou, poor fooliſh wvrerch, Ga, 


Tell me of that? - Said Satan, go and fetch 

Gods Layv-Book, and thy Conſcience, Book, and ſay, 

If thou canſt ſtand as righteous any vvay. * 
Malicious foe, Said 1, ceaſe troubling me, 

Orelſelet's go To ſuit:7th? Chancery. 

Gods Common Lavy adrnits of mine appeales 

 Toth'Lavy of Faith, that Righteouſneſs reveales, 

. Burequity ' Requires thy debts be paid, 

Said he; ſaid F, (And fatisfation's made 

By one, that lefrhis Croſs, vyhen he vvyas ſlain, 

That I there vvith might thee, foul ſerpent! brain, 
Then'Saran flevy, © Quitting the field. | Anon 

A numerous crevvy, A FFORLD it vvas, came on, 

Thronging ſo thick and threefold in upon me. 

That, had not Faith preſt in, they had undone me, 
Earth ſhevy'd berftrengrh, Her treaſures, pleaſures, pride; 

Giddy at length -Yoor Fhegin to ſlide, 

Hold, Man | ſaid Faith; thou haſt a ſtaff by thee, 

Chriſts Croſs can help thee ſtand, and force theſe flee. 
Burin this broil, F'reI the Croſs could uſe, 

1 had a foil, And got arwinvvard bruife, 

Conſcience ſpat blood, pain piere'd and vvrung my ſide, ' 

Till Faith ſome better blood like balm applyed. 
Faith alfo bad A vein ſhould op'ned be, 

Urging, I had Much pntrid'blood in me: 

Content,Aaid I, for I had heard o'th' art 

Of ſaving Faith to purifie-the heart. 
But left I ſhould In bleeding faint, Faith took 

Some Cordials, roll'd ' In Bible-leaves, a Book, 

VVhoſe ev'ry leaf, aid Faith, rich drugs contains, 

As I compound them, ſoy raign for heart-pains. 
Alas! ſaid T, © Many thofe drugs have'got, ' 

But to decry, Finding, they profit not ; 

Bur ſtrait remembred, yyhat the Scripture ſaith, 

. Th" vyord did not profit, be'ng tmmix'd vvith Faith, 

. O povyr full Faith! VVhoſeev'ry ſmalleſt grain, 

_ Tf ſound, vvoo hath, May ay, and not in vain, 

Mountains of guilt, that here ſo long have food, 

Ggt hengs into the Sea'of Saviours blood. 


This 
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RE, rat -* 
"This ſkilful grace Did firit phleboromize, aEtrAT | 
Then vvaſh the place, Andaftervvipe mine eyes- e747 
Deare Faith ! ſaid, I fee, that thondoftmean + ns an! 
Not only for ro make me vyhole, but cjean, 29 an 
As ſoon,as 1 VVascur'd ofthis my pain, .. bY 
Impetuouſly The VVorld comes on-again: 69 0 
I took Faith's Croſs, and found, yyhar Scripture fich ! 
Our victory over thervvorld's our Faith. + , | , 
Vain VVorld, be 'gone, Said Ljvex meno more, 
Vexation And vamity's thy ſtore. bv) 
This Facobs-adder helps me to diſcrye 
A ſurer ſvveeter VVorld beyond the ſkie. 
By this dear Croſ+,, My deareſt Lord did climb j 
I'le count thee loſs, Thar I may follorydham. 7 
His and my Kingdom's not#th' VVorlds/.gnjoymertt, 
If 'tvvere, vyvho knovys, vyhere it vvould benext momenr ? 
VVorld! chou muſt be Set one day all on firey/ 
VVitcheraft in thee, + And blood deſerve this hire, 
Then ſhall my duſt ſee by thy bright fire-light. 
To riſe that morning, that ſhall ne're have nighe, :;. 
VVedo burtjeſt, »| Great Mltxanders Rory. | ; 
Is beſt expreſt, | V/Vhen vveſay:this VVorlds glory | oF 
Vanquiſh'd that ſeeming victor; ſure 1.am, | 
N king, but Faich, this vyorld e're overcame. 
VVher1 begin -. To: fight, and yyancſuppliee;; 
Faith ſummons in -+ Heavens Auxiharies ; 
And ſtores vvich precious promiſes, that are 
The very finevvs of that holy vvyar.- 
And, more then chis, - Britigs i114 rare Commander, 
Jeſus iris, Not Mars, or Mlexander:” © < | 
' But he, that taught all ſingers fight; can quell 
All foes, 'iv'n Chriſt 7th heare by fauh doth dvvell, 
Jeruſalem Above, that Ciry is; 
VVhere Dabids ftem Reighs atidremaids in greg 
Tet 'tis his royal pleaſure bere ith us 21 
To dyvell by Faick, as in his houſes); 
Faith makes mans heert, ; That }lovy, ruit'd thing, 
By its rare art -Aipallace for a King, | 
High 'r, then —_ Babels tovv'r by maity «ory ; 
By faith Chriſt dvyells ig as, the Hope of Glory: 
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Thus Faith doth raiſe | "Our of vile duſt a Court, 
Imputing praiſe, Honour, and good report. 
Hearts, Rahab-like, vyhen once they, entertain 
Heav'ns fpies by Faith, a good report do gain. 

If thou believe All things are poſlible: . 

Faith can relieve Ev'nto's miracle : 
This Faith can vvaſh an Fthiopian clean, 
VViteneſs the Eunuch of Candace the Queen. 
And as Faith makes”: Us Courts, ſo Courtiers too 
God pleaſure takes Inus, vvhen all,.vvedo, 
Is done in Faith ; then reck'ning, that he hath 
Moſt glory by us, vvher: moſt ſtrong in Faith. 
And as by this - Our (ſervice proves his pleaſure; 
Ev'n'ſo doth his Hereby be come our treaſure: 
One day in Gods Court Faith doth'far prefer 
Before a'thouſand any other vvhere. 
'Tis unbelief T' th eviteyit heart, - | 
His and my grief, That makes us ever part: 
That Bleſſed Man,'vyhoſe feer-chis Faith bath ſhod, 
VVith Noah and Enoch till can vvalk vvith God. 
By Faith vvho ſtrives To vvalk vvith God, vvhillt here, 
Doth live tyvo lives At onceeach day o'th” year : 
And dying, J»ſeph-like, commands his bones - 
To Canaan; there to dvvellyvith living ones; 
Dear Faith, ſaidI;, My joy; my crovvn, my treaſure ! 
Tell me, vvhereby I may dotheea pleaſure? 
Thou art that lock, in-yyhich my ſtrength doth lye, 
Thee not to tender, vyere ſelf-cmelty. 
If thou yvouldfb pleaſe | Me berter, yvork me more 3 
Said Faith, 'ris eaſe Only,that makes me poore. 
But I do uſe to bid myryvorkmen eat, 
Said I; dear Faith-inform me, vyhar's thy meat. 
Said Faith: I came Outoftheeaftern lands, 
Old Abrabams: . And I have oft ſhook hands : 
My food's an Hebrew root, thatGardners drefle 
On Lords Dayes moſtly; cal'd the root of Fell | 
By hearing] Came firſt; and vvearefed 
Moſt kindly by The things, yvhereof vve're bred. 
Forger not, if you love me,the Church-path ; 
Line upon Line's the vvay:from Faith ,ro Faith. 
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The carefull foor, That vvalks by Scriprure Toaber, 


Shall-find this Roor, VVhich, happy, vvho receives 
$6 mitritive y antidorive and” goody _ » + 
VVho feeds on it, needs ſcarce fear any food, 

Make but my bread Of this root voheh I ſup, 

Let th* Dragous head - Be then brake and ſerv'd up : 
Tet Toad-ſtools, one vyould think, need be vyell dreſt, 
E're they vvillmake a good diſh for a feaſt. 

Art I did gain Sometime, and that by book, 

The Temprers braig To vvholeſomeneſs to cook, 
Only have care, as ever thou doſt mean | 
To keep me long in health, to lodge me clean. 

Good Conſcienceis An'old Camrade of mine, 
VVhom I can't miſs; If thou vyouldſtmake me thine, 
And keep me, thou muſt keep him too; that day, 

Thou partft vvith him, look, I ſhould pack avyay. 

Self-confidence, My nat'rall enemy, 

Muſt be pack't hence. Anhand, a foot, an eye 

VVho hath of”'s ovvn, vvill ſcorn to be my debrour : 

VVho parts vvith theſe, vyorks, vyalks and ſee che better. 
Prove thatthou art A Pilgrim; daily dye; 

Of death get th' ſtart, And live eternally. 

I, that in Abreb"ms heart dyvelt many a day, 

To Abrab'ms boſome novy ſhevy thee the vvay. 

Fear alvvayes; Tet Faintnever; Eyetheclond, 
That doth beſet Thee, that triumphant Croud ; 

Look unto Jeſus; vvatch th vyord of command, 


VVhich, vvhen thou haſt done all theſe thingy, is Stwd. 
By Grace ye are ſabed; trough Faith, Eph. 2.8. 
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ON TOnY 
- HOPE. 
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SE SOPHE 


Let not Hope find thee in aſlqugh ; - 


oo hogt | 
DE on, my Muſe, till thou'rt got through; 


Let that, that drives the Farmers ploughy 


Drive thine much more. 

To th' Hope of [/”el.jet me;yet 
In hope my running rhyme commit, 
And humbly ſay, God proſper it; 
Or *tyvill be poor. | 

Hope is a door, the Scripture faith: 
And ſo is Chriſt, and ſo is Faith; - 
VVho re out of theſe doors, are in vvrath 
And Condemnation, | 
Faith into Chriſt doth kcſt advent'rez 
Chriſt into Hope alloyys me enter ; 
Hope makes my very Soul to center. 
On Gods Salvation. | 

Hope is Faiths expeQation; .. 
Faith is the Moſes, Hope's the ſtone, 
Thar Faith in Pray'r doth reſt upon, 
Till't over come,,, | | | 
Faith doth ppon Hopes tip-toeftand, 
Stretching its neck to look for land 
Beyond deaths gulf; and life-beyond 
The day of doem. 

Hope is next door td. Heav'ns. gate 3 
*Tis but a ſtep froth, this to that; 
Nay, Hope doth Heaven antedate, 
And bring doyvn hither, s 
Hope's th' antidote againſt deſpair}. | 
Coffin of fear ; and Couch of care / 
Cradle of patience z/ Hope hath fait . / 
Even in foul ap" \ 


"> 
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Hope is the mourners Handkerchief;' 
Hope _ ROE ev'ry grief; - 
Hope doth endorſe the beggars brief. 
Ere it's collected. "—_ ; 
In Hope I have, vvhat yetIyvant; 
Hope makes nie full, yyhile things are ſcant 3 
Hope doth conſunimare, vyhat I can't 
Tet ſee effected. | 7-8 
Hope hath an harveſt inthe Spring ; 
In VVinter doth of Summer flng; 
Feeds on the fruits vyhilſt blofloming, 
Ter rips no bloom. 
Hope brings me home vvhen I'm abroad, 
As ſoon as th' firſt ſtep homevyard's trod ; 
In Hope to thee, my God | tay God! 
I come, I come. 
Hope ſends the Ship to Sea, ind then 
E're it returns, brings 'thome agen ; 
The port of all Seafaring men 
Is this Good Hope. 
Iam aSea-man too. My Soul, 
Though toſs'd vyith doubts, when vveather's foul 
Doth like ſome Sea-ſick veſlell roul ; 
Tet Heay'n's its ſcope. 
Hope doth the Souldiers vyeapon v vield 
By Hope the Souldiers Helmer's,ſteel'd; 
Hope gives him, e're he fights, the field ; 
Hope holds his ſtation. 
I ania Souldier too, My Syvord 
Is ear o'rh' Spirit, th' tvyyo-edg'd vyord ; 
Novy for an Helmer give me, Lord; 
Th' hope of Salvation. | 
Hope ſers the poor Apprentice free 
Firſt day, he's bound: And vvhy not me? 
Thou haſt Indentures, Lord, by thee, | 
VVherein I'm tied : | 
Mount Sinai's Covenants they bee, 
Tet hope doth, Lord, enfranchize mee 
In &on-hill, yvhere all are free, © 
That do, reſide; , 


"OE | 
” In-hopecheSchookbo doth commence © ELIE 
Maſter of Art, and fair ſcience: 0 aggh 
Tea, vvhilft i'th' lovyeſt form, ſteps thence 4 
To th' Doctors Chair. © 
I'm a School-ſchollar too, my God! 
But yeſterday 1 felrthy rod; 
Tet ſtill vvith > am girt and ſhod, 
Avvay, deſpair f 
'Tis hope that doth the ſovver feed; 
VVho ſeems to caſt avvay his ſeed, 
But doth preſerve 1n very deed 
Andinend his ſtore. 
I am; a Seeds-inan too, my Lord ! 
And, but for Hope, thou vvould nt affoard 
Thy bleſſing, vvhen I ſovy thy vvord; 
I had forbore. 
lam aSceds-man; every teare, 
I ſovy in Hope, vvill brin an eare, 
Fit for thy floor in time of yeare* 
For thee to gather : 
VVere't notfor Hope the heart, ſome fay, 
VVould break; yer Hope led me one day 
VVeeping along the Milkie vvay 
To thee, O Father ! 
I am a Seeds-min, caſting bread 
On th* vyaters, yvhere it ſeems lye dead; 
Tet Hope aſſures me 't ſhall be fed, 
And then -reſtor'd. 
Hope doth thre pris'ners bolts ynlock: 
His fetters doth in ſunder knock ; 
Hope drives the Freemans trade and ſtock: 
My deareſt Lord! 
'Izmacaptive too. Sins chain. _ 
Dork hold and hamper, but in yain; 
Py Hope I'm ſaved, and ſet again 
Ar liberty. k 
Iam a Trades man too. Thou art _ 
That God, vvith yyhomlT deal.” My heart 
Takes Heav'n to be the only Mart, 
Thither trade I; 
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HOPE. - 
Exporting gro:nsand broken pray'rs, 
That ſcarſe canclamber upthe ſtairs; 
Importing rich and precious yvares, 
Ev'n joy and peace, 
Joy, that exceeds all underſtanding, 
O'th” Spirits ſealing, Chriſts ovyn banding ; 
Peace, that is of Gods ovva commanding, 
And can't ſurceaſfe, 
Hope makes the labourer torun 
A race, as 'tyvere vvith each dayes Sun, 
Paying his vvages, ere's vvork be done; 
And mine much more. 
I daily dig and delve vvithin, | 
Stubbing at th' roots and ſtumps of fin, + 
And, but for Hope one day to vvin, 
I ſhould give ore. | 
 O come that long'd for day ! come quickly | 
This Hope, differ'd, makes my heart fickly. 
Grace is a Roſe, but fin is prickly 
Andtill adheres: 
Amphibion like the Diver tries, 
VVhet ſharp vvith Hope, t' anatomize, 
And ge!d the deeps: his hop'd for prize 
Forbids his fears. 
Iam a Diver too. Thy vyvord 
Doth richer rarities affoard : _ 
A greater deep, and better ſtor'd 
VVith Pearls and Treafire : 
Angels defireto dive into 
Theſe deeps; and ſoldeily do: 
VVhoſe Pearls are rich andCordal too; 
Health, VVealth, and Pleaſure. 
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Tou've vvon, you've vvon, 

I am a racer roo. My race * 

From fin to Glory is by Grace; 

Hope ſers Heav'ns Bliſs befpre my face,, 

And thep 1 run: = | 
: 
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I heard the vvitty vuorld once fay ! 
The bird !'th* buſh may fly avvay :" 
Take Heay'n vvho vvill, *tis preſentpay, 
For vvyich vve trade, C 
To Faith and Hopel told this tory z 
Their havings ace battranſiroty, 

Said Faith: ſaid Hope, andT have Glory, 
That cannot fade, 

Haſt it? faid I; Hope, ſhevy it me. 
VVhart's this, ſaid Hope, thou here doſtſte? 
Said I, att Acorn: No, fai4he 
But 'tis an Ozke. 

VVhat is't, ſaid Hope, thou ſee'ſt faſt by ? 
A grain of Muſtard-ſeed, ſaid 7; 

A plant, ſaid Hope, reaching the «ky ; 
Andthou'dſ right ſpoke. 

Then I perceiv'4 the imEahing vyas; 
Hope ripens ſeeds of Graceto Gracs: 
Makes Grace, vy}en grounded, monntand paſs 
To th' higheſt Rory. 

Hopeſhevv'd me then a ſparkling tone, 
 VVhat's this, ſaid Hope, that I've got on? 
I ſtrait reply'd, 'tis Grace begun, 
Said Hope, 'tis Glory. | 
Then leartit I, that Grace inchoate- 

By lively Hope doth maturate : 
And, rip'ting, doth anticipate 
Heay'n here on E:rth, + 
I fpake to Hope of a reverſion; 
I had in Heaven, fince converſion; 
Said Hope, vyhy caſt you an :ſ{perftori 
Gn th” ſecond birth? 

Reverſion {e1:nds, faip Hope, to mee 


 Tourſtate at preſent dead to bee; 


But I have Heav'n i trand; you ſee; 
VVhereon I live. 

] am Faiths preſent recompence : 

My Grammar knovvs no Future teibfe: 
The Verbs, that make up alt my ſenſes 
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_  VVho'rethele, faid Hope, thou ſee'ft before, | 


Proſtrate and begging at a door? / 

SaidT, they are Heay'ns Pariſh Poor z 

Said Hape, they're Kings. 

Kings? faidI; But vvhere aretheir Crovvns ? 


Their Scepters, Kingdomes, Countries, Toyyns3 


Their Ermune Robes and Purple Govvns, 
Thoſe Royal things? 
I can, ſaid Hope, tell vvhere they be; 
Bafely chey are reſerv'd by me, 
Safely reſerv'd from them and thee: 
Look here are they. ' - 
All's lockt: Hope, lend's the Key, ſaid L 
Hope fetcht a Bible preſently : 
On vvhich, vvken TI h*d but caſt mine eye, 
I found a Key. - 
The right key 'rvyas 0'th' door of Hope, 
Enter, ſaid Faith, thou needſt not grope: 
I torn'd the key, and th door flevy ope, 
AndI vvent on. 
But O the things, chat there I ſavy! 
Jevvels of joyes, in foiles of ayve! 
But blab not, Muſel Knovy#northe Lavy 3 
Peace, and have done. 
'Tisnot allovv'd thee to diſplay, 
The brightneſs of Hopes holy day. 
Unutterable things to ſay, 
Muſe, do'not vent're. 
Hope ſhevy'd me, bur I can't ſay, Iokae, 
Only let him, that queſtiqns that,® 
But get che key, chat then I gat: 
And let him enter. C 
Then ler him fay, Ifever he 
The like things unto thoſe, did ſee: 
Or yet can utter, vyhat they bee, 
That there. he favy. 
This only can 1 ſay, that chers 
Crovvns, Sceprers, all enameld'yvere 
VVith Grace and Peace, vvith Faith and Fer, 
VVith Love and Avve. 
Fs 


—_ 
—_—_ _ _— 
= ; 


True 


"HOPE, 


"s 

| True Hope though pleaſant, yet is gracious ; 
Not light, though lightſome ; Not «cd 
Though bold; though joyous, not ſalacious ; 
Merry, not vain. 
Hope can rejoyce, but never rant : 
Alvyayes feeds high, butrevell can't; 
Chaſt Scripture-comforr* s that provant, 
Doth Hope ſuſtain. 

The vvord, vvhereon I hope, doth urge 
Pureneſs ; the hre, vvherein I forge ' 
The Anchor of mine Hope, doth purge 
My droſs, my tin. 
That Hope makes not aſham'd, but ſure, 
The bottom's rock, and ſhall endure; ; 
That makes me ſtrive, as God is pure, . 
To purge my fin. 

True Hope's a Jacobs ſtaff indeed: 
True Hope is'no Egyptian reed : 
That ſprings from mire, or elſe can feed 
On dirt, or mud. 
By Hope juſt men and fanQifed 
I'th* Ocean ſafe at Anchor ride, 
Fearleſs of vvrack by vvind, or tide, 
By ebb, or flood, 

Hope's the rop-vvindovy « of that ark, 
VVhere all Gods No«hs do imbark; 
Hope lets in ſkie-light, elſe hovv dark 
VVere ſuch a ſeaſon? | 
But vvouldſt not be engulf'd, or drovyn' d, | 
YVhen ſtorms and tempeſts garter round; » 
F're thou caſt Anchor, try the ground: 
Hope muſt haye reaſon. 

Hopes Anchor-hold cannot be good, 
VVhereth' bottom's all o'r only mud. | 
Shall ch*Sinner in his Native blood | 
To Hope pretend ? ? | 
Or th' Hypocrite ſtrengthen bis maſt, | 
(VVho boldly doth Hopes Anchor cat | 
On's ſandy bottom) v en at laſt | ; 
Heay'ns ſtorms deſcend ? | 
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te rnonretmnn HOPE. 


—VVare Cob-vveb Hopes, yyhen' God ſhallcome | 


VVith's beſome of impartjaldoom 

To ſvveep mans heart, that inner room, 
Shall they ſtand ſure? 

Oft have I ſeen a branch in ſpring 
Rent from the root, yet bloſſoming, 

As *tyvere ſome Hopefull grovving thing, 
But can'c endure, 

He, that is at the pains and coſt 
To plant and vyater it, next froſt 
Is like to ſee hjs labour loſt, 

And hope to periſh; 

Surely *tvvill poſe all ſkill and art, 
But onely his, that can convert 
This lbely Hope in a dead Heart 
To plant and cheriſh. 

And vvhere there's but a name to live, 
Though for a ſeaſon Hope ſeems thrive, 
VVhen ſuch give up the Ghoft, they give 
Their Hopes up toq. 

Good Hope's through Grace, -. And, vvhoſoevyer 
Part Righteouſneſs from Hope endeavour, 

The He lmert from the Breltplate ſever, 

VVhich vrho vvould do? 

Bur ler, vybat vvaters vvill, aſſaile, 

The Hape o'th' righteous cannogfaile, 
VVhoſe Anchor's caſt vvithin the vaile, 
Till th' flood afly Vages. 

, His Hope'sng Lott'ry, bit, or mils 3 
But an Inheritance it is: 

Chriſt is in him the Hope of Bliſs, 

That rock of ages, 

Minee yes are unto Siop-hill 
Longing in Hope, yet wyaiting Qill 
For he, that ſhall, vyill come, and vyill 
Not alvvayes linger. 

Thereforg-in Hope vvill I rejoyce, 
Tea, vyhen the floods lift-up their youce; 


VVhen Seas'ſhall roare, to drovvn their noiſe, nd 


I'll -curn a linger. 
F 4 
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Pl _ a finger, and my ſong . 

Shall be b y book, leſt I go vvtong: 

Forl Ween not ſkill'd of muſick tong, 
Or holy mirth. 

VVeeping into the yvarld I came, 

Bringing a vvorld of fin and ſhame} 

Bearing the firſt Apoſtates blame 

Ev'n at my birth. 

The fruit, old Adam and his Ebe 
Did fo long fince together thieve, 
VVringing my mother made us grieve 
.And groantogether : 

And as Ithus did yveeping come 

Our of one grave, I mean the vvomb, 
My face vvas tovy'rds a deader Tomb 
And I bound thither. 

My life vvas but a Bondage, through 

The fear of death, that fatal ſlough. 

But lively Hope forbids me novy 

All ſlaviſh fears, 

Oft haye I been contemplating 

Of death, that melancholick thing ; 
VVeeping, till Hope hath made me fin I 
Drying my tears. 

Author and rock of all my Hope! 
That haft deaths priſon-doors broke ope, 
8 faftning to Faiths Cable-rope 
Hopes Anchor ſtrong. 

VVhar, though I ſail through foaming Seas ? 
Billovvs are Pillorvs, Beds of cafe : 

Deaths blaſt rocks me aſleep in theſe ; 
VVaiting e're long 

At thy ſhrill ſuddain voice to riſe, 

And rub deaths duſt out of mine eyes, 
VVhen death ſhall have diſgorg'd its prize 
Safe on the ſhore. 

Then hold my rudder in thine hand, 
VVho pur to Seaatthy command, 

Till 1 may make ſome nevy-found, land: 


Oh! help me 9're, 
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I need not vant an Anchor, Lord, CITIES 
VVith vvood and iron, bee'ng fo ftor'd, ; 
VVith vvhat thy Croſs and Nailes affoard, , | 
Had I but ſkill, | 
Anchars, I ſee, by th' Forgers Art, 
Have both a ſtrait and bending part; 
Hope ſtrengthens, yet it bovvs the heart 
To vvait Gods vvill, 

The Scripture ſaith, that critulation, 
(And 'tis a ſtrange Concatenation) 
VVorks patience; as if vexation 
Did make more quiet ; 
And Patience vvorks Experience : 
Experience, Hope :"yet Patience, 
I'm ſure, doth live on Hopes expenſe 
For daily diet. 

Thus have I ſeen the Grand-Childs purſe 
For the Grand-Siers ſupport diſburſe, 
Thus Hope doth Patience feed and nurſe; 
Patience again | 
Doth tutor Hope, and teach it knovy 
All points of Heavenly Courtſhip : Hove N 
To vvait on God, to bend, to boyy, 

To bear his train. 
' __ Tofolloyyhiminall his vviyes, 
And ſo to holdey'n all its dayes, 
Secking that'Honour, Glory, P-aiſe, 
That God ſhall give. 
Patience of Hope makes Heaven fmile 
To ſee the troden Camomile, 
VVhilſt underfoot, ſpring up the vvhile 
And the more thrive. 

VVhen death comes vvith-his leaden foot, 
Hoping to cruſh mine Hope ith” roor, 
The utmoſt hurt, that death can do's, 
Isbut to make / 
Mine Hope grovv up into fruition 
VVhileſt Faith's tranſlated into viſion, * | 
Mending thereby my ſouls condition, L yin du ; 
Doubling my ſtake, - 

Fx VVhat 


he HOPE. — 
—VVhat, chough mine Haven, Heaven n le | '& 

Beyond the dead Sea? vvhat, though I 

Deceaſe? mine Hope ſhall never dye, 

Never decay. 

VVhar, though Ivvalk through. th' vale of tears ? 

Hope is a ſtaff, thatever bears; | 

Hope is a rod, chaſing my fears, 

Guiding my vvay. G 


, VVhar, though revengefull Papiſts burne 
Dear Buceys bones, ſtill Hope's his urne, 
TilPs aſhes to a'Phcenix turne, 
And live afreſh. 
V Vhar, though deaths ſcorching flames preſume 
To turn my moiſture to dry fume? 
My ſoul ſhall one day reafſume 
Calcined fleſh, 


Therefore my dying tongue ſhall ſing: 
Tet, ey'n my fleſh, that fading thing, 
Shall reſt in Hope far that day-ſpring 
All th' night of death. 
And yyhen I lay my vyeary head 
And bones.''th* grave, as in a bed, 
Let not the mourner ſay, he's dead 
But ſlumbereth. 


Tet bonie death ſqmetimes looks in, 
Bringing a lit of all my fin, 
Pinching mine Hope, till it looks thin, 
And's like to dye: 
Death in my very face doth ſtare 
$0 gaſtly, as if 't meant ro ſcare 
And fright mine Hope into deſpairey 
VVhile fin ſtands by, 


Ah Conſcience Conſcience] yyhen T look 
Into thy Regiſter, thy Book, 
VVhat corner of my heart, rehar nook 
Stands clear of fin? e' 
And though my ſkin feels ſoft and ſleek, 
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HOPE. 


Scarce cant touch my chin and cheek, 
But I can feel deaths javy-bone prick 
Ev'n through my ſkin. 


Tet, vyhy art thus caſt doyvn, my ſoul ? 
Hope ſtill in God, and on him roule, 
If Heaven ſmile, velha though death ſcoule, 
And Conſcience loure. 
A Book/of my dear Chriſts I have, 
By vvhich I look, my God vvill ſave 
My ſoul from fin, my fleſh from grave 
And from deaths poyy'r. 


O death! ryhere i is thy victory ? 
That I might live, my Lord diddye; 
He fled thee not, but made thee flie, 
Hav'ng dravvn thy ſting, 
Thou hadft of zeerti/a'double rovy,” CRP Ss. .-* 


Till Chriſt by? s C rook thee a bloyy, <> 
VVhen fatnie But choy'rc novy- | J 
A tooth-leſs thihg, *. bs + 
VVell maiſt th@@hark, bu ca; atblces * Nt he 
Bending thy brows, ſhevvingt y ſpight: | > 


Death do hy vvorſtY Hope Twins quire oh 
Beyond thy ſpleen. 
V'Vhar, though my death ſeems vyritten in 
The very parchment of muy {kin 

VVith the black ink of my oul oN., 


Tet have I ſeen: 


On both hands of a friend, once AR 
But fince return'd to life again, 
A better ſtory printed plain; 
My fights but dim; 
Tet in the print 0'th' nailes I ſee 
Life in a Saviours hands for mee, 
VVhilſt, as he hung upon the tree, 
Hope hangs on him. 


And Rtill ſhall hang on him, untill 


My bones haye learn to climbe that hill, 
V.Vhere novy he ſits, and vyhence he vill 


Tet 


WED HOPE. 


Tet come dovyn hither, 2» 
That he may gather into cne 

Each duſt of his and ſcatt'red bone 
Then ſhall he, as alivipg tone, 
Tranſlate me thither. 


And noyv, my Lord, yyhat yvait I for, 
Standing and knocking at thy door ? 

I ftand and knock at th' daor of Hope, 
Till knocking makes the. door tang ope, 
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Rom Faith and Hope I comme ſyveet Lobeto ling, 
For ev'ry Anchor hath its ring, 
VVhereby 'tis vvedded to its Cable-Rope. 
Love makes the match *eyvixt Faith and Hope. 
*Tvvixt Grace and Grace no marriaje cah be rhade; 
But vyhere this golden rihg's firſt had. 
O golden Love, thou circling endleſs thing ! 
All grace concenters'in thy ring. | 
VVhat, though mine heart be flinty rbck and ſtone? 
Tet flihts have fire: And have IT rione? 
No ſpark of Love, thou God of Love! for thee, 
That haſt rvyice over-hammerd me? _ 
There's not one ſpark kindled tipoh mine hearthy 
But at firſt glance lthuics the rowdy 
As if it kneyv the clement of fire 
VVere ſome divifferthibg and high'r. a 
Lord, I can feel, there's ſuch aching as Lovy 
VVarm in my breaſt, and feel it move 
I find, I love my Child, and fo dorh he ? 
And ſhall I not, my God loyethee? 
Is love the otily fire, that doth deſcend ? 
Or is my God, my God, no friend? 
Sure, all my doubts and fears cannot dilproye 
The condeſcenſion of thy Love. 
The Elements, vve find, invert tlicir courſe, 
Fearing, a Vacwwm vyould bt yvorſe ; 
And did not Love ſt6op lovy, vvhen God did dy; 
To fill up mans vacuity ? 
Reader ! ſtop here, © Arid drop. a tear! 
_ VVhen Love, that ev'ry Evnihg triakes my bed, 
Had notyyvhereon to lay hishead: © | 
Except, you'lcall that bloody CrofsandVbitter 
A loye-kck Saviours bed and litter: 
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LOVE. 


-—VVhenLorvcir ſelf, "being as rich as ftore, poopen ty 
fo make:ierich did become poor ; CEN | 
. Unleſs, thoſe rears and bogey d dro b that fall, 
Tou'l Pearls account andrubie 

And can the flaming Elemens - Love, 
To ſtoret my vvatits, dropfrom above ? 
VVhy can't mine Earth”as vyell to Heaven groyvy, 
As Hezy'ns Love-fire come dovyn ſo lovy ? 

hy may I not, Elijab-like, aſpire 

To ride tb Heaven in that fire; 
That fire of Love, that came from thence dovvn hither, 
On purpoſe, ſure, to help me thither. 

VVhetri Love to hatred did himſelf expole,; 
And prick's oyvn foot to eaſe his foes ; + 
Printing full proof in his chapt parched ſkin, 
VVhat flames of Love there yvere vvithin. . 


VVhenLove unthought, unſought for, did come dovvii | 


Exchanging, for a Croſs, his Crovvn, . 
Love undefir'd; Love undeſery'd did ”_ 
Mans gaine to play, to ſave mans 
VVhilett flames of vvrath ſo forely did conteſt 
VVith chis Love-fire in Saviours breaft,  , 
Heightning the hear ſo far, till's blood boyd ore, 
Ifſuirig out at ev'ry, pore, 
Lord! can the eye, That reads, be dry ? 
Ab! ifitcan; lethot the yyriters be : 
No tears of Love, my God! Fo r thee? 
Lord! could Love make thee rake my fins, as thine ? 
Sure then thy ſorrovvs ſhall be mine. 
The ſtripes that rgne thy back ſhall ſmite and knock 
My breaft, till they | 24 cleft my rock, 
The ir'n, chat in thy harids lefrſuch aprint, 
Shall frike ſome fire out of my flint. 
Shall I not love that friend, that loy'd me lo; 
Soloy'd ime, vyhen'T vvas his foe? 
Lord ! let not vyant of Love encreaſe my ſcore ! 
My debts yvere great enough before. 
Make me tliy Love ſo burnitig hot ts feel; 
As to diſſolve aiid nielt my Reel: 
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As I h've ſeen fire turn ſtone ſometime | 
My heart is thine ; Lotd thou haſt bought that & 
And the haſt fevvel of bbs ined n _y _—_ 
VVil't not quit coſt ? great builder! if ic vvill; 
O throvy mine heart into thy Kill. 

Lime is ari uſefull thing in building ſure: - 
And lime of tone vvill beftendure; 
Knovvledge puffs up, but Love is edifying, 
And grovvs the ſtronger by long lying. 

Oh that Thad that lime of Love, that is 
(As by Ahriperiftaſs) NES 
Hotter for vvater ! I vyould often then 
VVeep; till Ieven flam'd agen ; 

But novy Imourn, ThatI can't burn. 
Cin'tburn? Alas! my God, I'm burning ever : 
But oh! my burning is a Fever, 
Such hefick hear doth roo too plainly prove, 
That I ani but infirm in Love. ,. 

Lord; doſt not ſee, hovy Gyants do invade 
Thy right? my God; confound their trade, 
VVho ufing luſt for lime, by helliſh art, 
VVould rebuifd Babel in my heart. 

'Tis riot ſo long niy God and Saviour fince 
Thou didſt expell th' uſurping Prince, 

Raſing his vvorks atid frong-holds built vyichin 
VVich lime of luſt and piles of fin; 
, CanT love fin, that hatgfull cruel thing; 
That grinds the Serpents forked ſting ; ; 
$Shevv'rig death, hovy tyvice at 6nce to niurther me? 
And catiI not, my God, loyerhee? | 
_ CanT love fin, that puts me on the vvrack, 
Till bottes do break and ſfinevvs crack; 
And can I not love him, that climb'd the tree, 
VVracking himſelf to cake dovyn me? + 0 
Can I love fin, fince hatred ne're had bin, 
Never bin heard af, but for fin? 
And can I not love LOYE; that came to dy$.. :.. 
Td kill hatred and enmity ? Va" 


lin, K expence ? 
And not my Go that ſaves e/; bhtdh 
Alas! hovy ftrahgely Love its mark can miſs | 
Oh! that mine head and heart for this 
VVere borh oneflovd / Of tears of blood | 
Or can thitic hearr, like Joſephs Miſtriſs, make 
Love to the Servant? and miſtake 
Theſe things belovy for my dear God aboye, 
To vvhom I ovyeey'n'all my Love ? | 
And then, yyhen theſe chaſt Creature-comforts fit 
Rather, then yield, or gtatifit, 
- CanTcomplain unto my Lord, and Jays 
That they did tempt, then fiie avvay ? 
Alas! poor Creatures vyould not be abuſed ; 
And muſt they yet be chus accuſed; - 
And God in them ? and, that! way be found 
Guiltleſs, muſt guilr reach God at th* bound? 
Thou gav'ſt me theſe to provethy Love to ine; 
But not to ſteal my Lavefrom thee; 
I cannotlove the giv?t, for Kis gift; 
Alas ! my God, that's a poor ſhift. 
VVhy? ſhall I court the Bearer, that doth britigz 
Forgetting him, that ſends, the ring ? 
All Creature-good i in this vvorld or-the next 
Be'ng but a comment on Loves Text. : 
This vyhole Creation b&ng but one round drop 
Hanging dovvn from loves fingers top 
If all the yyorld vvere Pearl; yet vvhy > Thould I 
Deſire to vyear it in mine eye ? 
So, that for this yvorlds Loye I ſhould ftot ſee; 
My deareſt Lord, hovv to love thee? © 
Can Iſo love the yyor{d? And can't 1 yet 
Love God, that made both rhe, and it? 
- Lord, 1 muſt cry, © Hert's VVirchery ! 
"If the vvorld be th* inchanttis, Lord, 1 pray, 
Haſten the Gen'rall fudgiienr-8y 
For, ſure, my Love, vyhen't ſees thed'Vvitch a burning; 
To its right yvits vllbe refirning.”” 
Burrarher, Iſuſpe&, 'tis Hells black arr 
That from my God thus charms my heart : 
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Thar firſt the Jake yaate' or, * 
VVheti Baalems Divinations coitld not movy 
From Gods dear J/rze! Gods dear Love; PR 
But God, that loy'd them bet, vyybuld tore them fil 
Though Balaam vvent From mount to hill ; 
He next inſftruQts the Md«bited ty lay 
Adult'rous Loves in JF «ls vvay; | 
To quench their Love to God thioligh vyatitsh fire, 
And thereby to incenſe Gods ire; 
And if this vyvrld play the Meabitt/? ; "wy 
"Tis Satans projet, Lord, 1 gueſs; © | 
VVho, ſee'ng he can't divert thy Love from niet; 
VVould thus divide tiny Love frormh thee. 
And, is mine heart devided? ah! my God, 
VVhoſe eloveri foot thereon hath trod, &H 
The print diſcovers. VVhit, though Balaam's deiid? 
Thou God of peaet ! bruiſe Satatis head: 
But Iam moſt affraid, the yvorkt's yyithing 
The vvith-craft of thy native 
Sin vvinds and circles; Lbrd; ſo maby yvayts, 
Till fin oft-rimes the Devil raiſe : 
Lord ! thouartfire, Givefiti her hire: 
Burh up this vvieth; ber crafts; and Philetbpbts 3 
Sins books of curious arts, charms, kitots 
By thy —_— Spirit, thar 1 nay 
Get vyarmth of Love to thee thiat vviy. 
VVho hath beyvitcifd tne, that I ahi ſo coy; 
VVhen chou vvoulſt faig my Love enjoy; | 
Thou, blefſed Three, ſtand'ft fuitig for inine heath 
VVho only cant fill every part? _ ad 
Dear God! vyhs hath bevyiech'd me, that I catr't 
Deny the courting vvyorld a | 
That neyer yer could fill my heart; unleſs 
It yvere vvith griping emptineſs ? 
The garment of thy googiteſs is efttirs, 
Can keep ine vvarm vyithout afirez __ 
To vvhich this vykiole Creation's bit a ſhred, 
Each Creature's but one Gngle thred, | | 
@ ko 
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"And lovely too: 
By Love mnordinaghedicgl up, 
Leaving bekjnd an empry cup, 
And is Gold rich? :and can wipe be oor 2? 
Theirs at the beſt is borrovy 'd fy : 
Nay, ſo long borrovy'd, that it noyy grovvs old; 
O that my Love could vyaxas cold., | 
As cold to Earth, agEatth is in.decay ; 
But more intenſe ro God each day | 
VVho'lt ſoon ſerve earth forall its glitt'ring grace, 
As yve do ſerve old Silver-lace:  - 
Lord! fire this pile, Of man mean yyhile, 
Ih've heard good huſbands ſay, that they, that borrovy 
Their Rock to day, may break to morrouy ; | 
Sure, the yvorlds credit cannot lang hold good: 


'Tis much, the yyoxld thus Wai. 53s of 
Conlid'ring, vvhen the vyorld's.in fulleſt trade, 


Hovv poor and ſorry payment's made * 
Hitn, that ovves all, and muſt his right. recoyer ; ; 
Sure, th' yvorld niuſt trade gi give over x 
Shall 1 not therefor#deal i'th' i interim 
Leſs vvith the yvorld, but moge vvith him, , 
VVith him, vwhoſeLaye'san i A ſpring 
Of ev'ry good and perfect th 
Medbiths mens trading vvit cervrmi ſtop 
At thought of this, vyho keeps her 
Alas! tmy God, the crock: Dries 
The thirrg is knovvn, and can'tbehidden,, .. 
Hell hath deflowe'd the earth, and novy, I ſee, 
'Tvvould put its lJeavings off ro me, 
Davvbing falſepaint piety faceo'th! vvrinkled © creature, 
Hay'ng vvorn and ſpoil'd its native featuge,, 
The Eatth's all Feypt tayu.z, And tag he 
Is over all the vvorld, or yvorſe ! 
For Beelzebub vvith his ſrgeming train; 74%. 1. 
Hath all things flie-bloyyn, To be plain,;.; | 
There is not fleſh, thawgluyeet, bur Saviour, nevr, 
VVhich Satan try'd; bur knevy pochsyy. <0 we 
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To taint. All's dogs-mear IF Lord! reac me chaſe, 
And I ſhall all the reſt rr a 
And only vviſh For that bnediſh. 
A diſh, that's vyholeſome, and 'tis bealing too, 
Ah my dear GoTT yyharſhalll ds _ 
To Love thy fleſh enough, that, rafted once, 
For ever heals nry broken bones. | 
Ser thine apart, all other fleſh is graſs : 
And is my ſoul an Ove, or Aſs? 
That it ſhould love yo higher, then my beaſt ? 
oy can =_ ſoul ſachfare digett? 
rencher=criticks, you, that eat by book, 
Andi ny y food for phy 
Tour Cook muſt be ſors fat Apothecarie, 
VVill youallovy aVe 
From your received rules ? and de content 
To try a nevy experindetit ' 
Fleſhin a "ltr s good Divinity, 
VVhich, wh6 19by inven ens belt, fayT: 
Provided, that the fleſh be ſpund and good, 
(Forl vaald be rightunderſtovd) 
As never did, nor conld, corruption ſee : 
Ab my dear Saviour | I meanthee, | 
Alas! hovv long in in high burning Feaver 
Of Gods diſpleaſure, never, hever 
To have been cured othetvviſe, did fin 
Once bring me, till I did be 
To fall aboard thit cecret feh , And then 
Hovy ſoon did I grovv yvell a 
Then vvelcome, gentle gue, Fits thou haſt nor 
To prize and love thine heglth forgot, 
Come, fit dovyn here, Atid love this Chear, 
Or ell me, is ic ſyyeetneſs arid delight, 
That rather doth thy Love invite ? 
VVhac more delicio lyyeeter thing cinbe. 


Than that ſvveet blobd,; vvis ſhed pe me? "1 
VVhen]R 7 that purging p 
I take it idf Revs 


VVhat inn pains; oy 'vvould too much corrode' 
Bu for chis ſvyegt exulgent blood. R 
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_-- Teu curivus Palares, that can't let one glals © 
VVithouta tri Examen pals, 

Come taſt, and te!l me if (this blood) this vvine 

Be n't generous and genuine?” _ _, 

The Vine is Divine, nay 'tis ſome vyhat more 
And can the blood o'th' Grape be poor ? 

Tis this High-Country-V Vine that fills my cup, 
VVhen at my Saviours board I ſup, © - 

VVine, that's as ſyveet, as yyrath of God is bitter, 
VVhich vvho hath taſted, is the fixcer 
To relliſhthis rich liquor. VVrath makes dry, 

Buc here's the cup of Charity. _. 

This is the grace-cup. DONE feveet, nor good, 
Till daſh'r or ſprinkled vvith this bload. | 
Men arc hut Syvine, vvines are but ſyyill, before 
This bhoud man to himſelf reſtore. 

A VVine ſo good, falln Angels might got taft it ; 
VVho therefore did contrive to caſt it 
Upon theground ; vvhich, vyhen they tho to ſpill 
They broach'd for man dgainſt their will, Oe 
Lord! vvho canlofe y blood enough ? 

Or do you love for Lovelineſs ? Come hither ; 

My Lord is lovely altogether. 
Alas ! hovy am'rous yvits forget their duty 
To this ſupream and perfe&t beauty ! 
- Tou fond admirers of a ſkin-drep hue! 
To duſty beauties bid adieu, 
To duſty beauties, thathave marr'd your eyes 4 
Ah my dear God! that vvit vvere yvyiſe! 

Ic cuts mine heart ro ſee much ſilken vvit 
And ſnares and halters made of itt 
Halters to th' ovvners, ſnares to th" paſlers by. 

Hovv faſt looſe vvit 6ari vyanitons tye 

And ſtake them dovyn |! till firſt the lover. burns 

In heart, and then in Hell, by turns. _ 
But ſay, his Love be chaſte; and ſhee aflovy'r ; 
All's next to nothing the next hour : | my 

'Tis kill'd vvith kindneſs, dies, vyhen complemented, 
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Whoſe Muſe doth dreſs his Miftrifs, hangs a Verſes 


Today upon to morrovvs Herſe; 

Friends muſt be then call'd in, to have avvay, 
yore ron vv adores to.day, 
Skin-beauty's but 3 Sadom-dpple juſt 3 
VVhen cruſhe, it eurnstaſtench and duſt, 

The vvanton vvorld complains their Lee is blind 
AndI muſt needs be of their mind; 

VVhilſt for ſuch vyalking ſhades they cannot, ſee, 
My deareſt Lord, havyto love thee, 
Tet thou art faire Beyond compare. 

Had Ia vvit, and had I grace, I'd bring 
My Saviour an enamel'd ring, 

A ring, vvhoſe Poſe ſhould bg this alone: 
Stars get ye gone, the Sun hath ſhone. 

Stars? 1 mean glqyv-yvorms ; earthen beauties, yrhich 
Pth* dark do ſparkle in a duch, 

And fools miſtake for $$275,; till touch informg, 
And proves them to be ſillie worms. 

But, Lord, my Muſe unvvorthy is to dean 
The ſhoes, that thy fair feer do yvear, | 
Fairer, for bee'ng ſo ſvyift, ſevift, to ſhed blood ; 
Their own, I mean, to do me good. 

Hovy fair's thy face then,? may 1, Lord, one day 
Have leave to ſee't, though gone can, lay, 

Hovy fairicis. My dear, the Sun's a Qlod 
Fo.thy bright face, fair Son of God! 

VVherein ſtill freſh and freſh together grovres, 
VVith Vallies Lillie, Sharons Roſe, | 
A Roſe, tha ne'r bare prickles of us 0vvn; 

Tet ſinners thorgs did Sayigur croyve» 

And ſhalt I love my Champioy leſs for ſcars, 

He gat iv yvaging.of my vvars?. 
Thy bruiſes are but beauty-ſpors, my ders. 
That make thy Love morgfqur appear. ' 

VVho loves for fleſhly gloſs and filken ſkin, 
May find a Serpeng, af miabim | 
But thy deep yvounds, Lord, prove thee, that thowart 
All-lovely to thy very. heart. 

Beauty, thus deep, VVill hold w_ keep, 
B þ 
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"Or is it Knovvledge, Learning, Serencer Arg > 


That takes the more ingenious heart? 
| Come, bookiſh man, and fit a vvhile dovvn hore ; 
Till chou haſt read my deareſt dear. ' 
VVhar's that, that's printed in his hands and feet ? 
The print is plain, man, doſt not {te't? 
A myRtery, that learned fleſh and blood 
Never taught yet, nor underſtood, 
I 've ſometime ſtood and vyondred at the Oyvies, 
Hovy they ſhould proye Minerba's Foyvies : 
But fiice have learnt, that learning's blind, as Love, 
Till both be tutour'd from above. 
Oh vyhat a Dungeon is the mind of man, 
Let Pallas paint it, vvhart ſhe can | 
Some vvould not be ſuch fools; bur that they're vviſe, 
And might ſee better, but for eyes. 
Lord, ſhall I love to knovv, and not knovy thee, 
In vvhom all VViſdoms treaſures bee ? 
Great Magazine f yyboſe vyiſdom's infinite, 
Give rhe that Panoplie of light. 
An Epifetus, or an Antonines 
T'ch* dark may make a ſhift to ſhint ; * 
But being by thy Sun-light underſtood, 
Alas, my God, prove putrid yvood, 
Shall ventrous Students ev'ry Toadshead look 
For Pearls of knovyledge ? And thy book, 
Thy yvorks lye by unloy'd, unlook'd into? 
Thy pupills, th' Angels, don't ſodo 2. 
Burt help their fight By Goſpel-light. 
Ordo Ilovefor likeneſs ? Ab, my dear, 
VVhoſe Image vyas't, 1firſt did bear ? 
VVhilſt yer I ſtood in primitive perfection, 
Lord, vvhat yvas1, but thy reflexion? - © 
$0 like thee, that thy ſelf thou couldſt ior love, 
But love me too: Norcould 1 move | 
Thy Love from me, till I thy likeneſs loſt, 
Thine Image bee'ng fin-ſlur'd and croft. 
But novy I'm hiatefu}l grovvn and Varing (06, 
Alas, my God! vrhac ſhall I' do © 
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To love thee and of the Latour 
My Lord, th ove preventtett mee. ASE A4% 

For lince dof ity Likenefs is, BY 
Rather, then my pooy, Love thou'dft mils; 

Since curſed fin thade marunlikeiz maker, 
Goſt of mans likeneſs vvas er. 

VVhen ſin, to manſundding;had undorit * 
Gods Image ; Godhext oe his$6n | 
In likeneſs of poor finfill fleſh, thereby 
Condemning fin 1'th' fleſfrro dye: 

My God vyas a IR naked, poor; 
In fears, in tearsjinſyvear, ifi 
VVas tempted, vyas betra Faw forſaken, fold, 
VVas captivated, kept in iy t- 

VVas judg” d,vvas Wd;vras buri'd, then, 

That he and I mighe rife agen 
In one divine aud ſyveet ſimilitude, 
And Love in "Likeneſs be renevv'd. 
And canIyer Thy Loye farger? 
Or gol love far Confahguinity ? 
For nearneſs and relation? ? 
For me Chriſt took, and ſhed chat of his; 
And dol aſk, hovy near he Is? 

My Lord is much more mine, then I mine ovyn: 

My Lord yvas mink, vVhen 1 vyasnone: * 
My Lord, vvhen1 vyas loft and gone aſtray; 
V Vas both my Shepheardand my vvay. 
Surely my Lord and'I am near akin, 
F're fince m OE lou vras made Sis 
For me, wht made Righteouſheſs in him, 
He is my head and I a limb : We 3 

He is the Vine, and ! fe branth : ike rod, 
VVhereof Iam aſlip qr ſhoot?” 

Of my ſalyarion he the caprain is, 
AndIam a re rize of his” © 's 

He is my Father, 1 his Red?" nay he 
In travaile of his ſoul bare mE: 
My brother too, born for a(Ferſtty 34+ 
The Jo/ph of the MR " 
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—_ > men oy Ceme,andall Loo ? 
I flor and I vvill knit the knot, 
acceptance of thy free donation 
hearts and hands in ſyveet relation: 
Lord, thou art mine, Make me more thine! 
Or dol[love for ſuicable Supplies | 
To all my vvants? ſure, I vvan 
Or could noe yan Love, map Lord totes, 
In vybom all bleſſings creaſur'd bee. 
O that ory drop into 8 Seacould fvvell 
Of Love ca him, in vyvhom doth dyvell 
11 fullneſs, as in bank or houſe of ſtore, | 
y/n Grace and Bliſs for evermore!. _. 
Thine bee'ng once aſked, if they vyould ayvay, 
. Owhither ſhall wego? faidthey, 
The words of life eteryall, Loyd, thou baft, 
And that's a ſtock, can never vyalt. 
Goodneſs is all contracted in thy face, 
As Sun-beams in a burning-glaſs ; 
Oh that1 lay in ſome directer line, 
That I might burn, vhilſt "wk doſt ſhine | 
Amlaſinner? thou'rt a propitiation : 
I h've yrrought confulion, thou ſalvation; 
Ih'vepurchas'd death, both for my ſelf, and thee; _ 
But thou to life haſt ranſom'd mee. 
As God, thou ſoeft ; as man, thoufeelf my grief ; 
As both, thqu'rt ſuitable relief; 
My Creditour, and yet my Surety toa 3 
Paying and perd'ning vohat I ovve. Ju 
Creatures are Ciſterns, leaking veſſels, they 
Cannot ſupply themſelyes pne day, 
And me much leſs. My ſprings are all above, 
My light, my life; VVhy not my Love? 
Oh ris thy right: Accept my mite. 
Or is it Love, that ſharpens Love again ? 


 MySaviour, every grinding pain 


Of 


Of chine 
Pleads for a 
'Tis Love, I live Ky: % 
Suſpethy Love , or q -. 
Lord, if my living be. n'e = Nproct, thy dying 
Gives evidence beyond denying, ; ' & 
Herein is Love vyithout diſimulacion, 
Thy Love thou proveſt by thy | 
VVhoſe every yvpupd vyich gpen mouth cries out, 
VVeare Loves Vouchers, if you ey 
VVhen Heay'nly Hoaſts firſt ſavy thee breath, if they 
| They run and preach good yyill to 
If chus they comment on thine ele, 
My God! vvhat though they af 
Ob! hovy he lov dhim?, af, rho reed, 
Tears for they friend Laz "rw,bee'n 
Cryed out; VVhat mh bored ths for anon 
Bleedling for me, thine enemy? ; 
And dare I, can I yetrenevy that grief, . 
Doubring thy Loye, thr if? . 2 
If I but ſay, I love, hovy; $46 80? meg 
If yet my Friend yvill ngt bel 
And darel yet ſulpeAthe God flone, 
VVho ſayes, vvho ſyyears, vho dies, to prove 
He loves me! Shall 1 fail in proof of nung, 
- And then, tq make amends » doubr thine , 
Doubling thereby Each injury 
I find Ifeel, Ice, and i 3 no ſay, 
He loves me? Doubts out of my vvay :; 


Doubtings, by demonſtnatians avercoms, 
Sure then, if ever, may bed 


Or \ if Ineeds muſt dqube and jealous bee, 
Lord, Ile ſuſpe&t my ſelf, not thee. 
My ſoul! lov'& gþou th bord? fay yea, or hays 
My God, I'm gravell' d rehare Gay, ſay. 

Tet vvillI he1d migobeart tq th* Scrutiny, 
Till it affirm, or elſe deny, 
Deny ? my God} I gare not, nay, 1 can got, 
And yet, methinks, affirm lT may nor. 
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Thoughts in again ! (Love's n&fuch neutral thing) 
"RET | T 
Only be ſure, for*tis your byyn behoof, 
Tour Verdi&t ſtands on certain proof. 
Alas ! my thoughts canneyer ſolve this doubt, 
Unleſs thy Love, Lord, help'me out. 
My God, vvhat crouds'of vyitneſſes ſeem ftrive, 
\To be depos'd o'th' Negative ? : 
My ſeldome choughts of thee, my cold devotions, 
Heartleſs profeſſion, lifeleſs motions; 
My vvanton Daliance vvith the vyorld and fin * 
My vvant of kindneſs ro thy kin ;- | 
My little longing vyhen thou'rt our of ſight 
Or lab'ripg to regain the light,” . 
I figh , to fay, Hovy theſe plead Nay, - 
Theſe? ah my God! and many mote, than theſe; 
My litele lictle care, to pleaſe ; 
Or fear of grieving thee, my vant of leiſure 
For thee; and in thee vvape df pleaſure. 
My numbelethargick zeal, yyhen men defame 
Thy Saints, thy vvorſhip} yvayes, or name, 
Hovrv ſay], that I Love thee, vvhen mine heart 
So poorly playes the Lovers pit? = 
My Love commands mihe' e, mine hand, my purſe; 
Can I laye thee, yer ſerve thee ? 
be deny'd, 


Or muſt my friend of all feien 
VVhat I yield 'c all, 1 love beſide? 

Alas! my Lord! fiich proof Had almoſt gor 
AVerdid paſt, I love thee not;,”” ' | | 
Bur, that one vvitneſs came and troft the reft, 
Stifling that Verdict in my breaſt. . 

Ter t'vyas not much, thar yvitneſs had to ſay, 
Bur, ſorely vveeping, cry'd, I pray, 
If*rbe, as you prefend, that there's no fire, 
VVhence is this ſmoking flax. deſire? 

My Jeſus! thou'rtmy Judge, the Judge of all, 
Tovyhom my Love muſt ſtand, or fall: 


Thou, 
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, knovvit, thatT abtior 
My ſelf for loving thee no. mare. 


4 My Dear! Ilomfomonpuleny Band doJant wy 
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Long yet, that chou 
To tye another ? vyhar's. this life-co me, =Y 
If I muſt ſtill be ſtrange to.chee ? | | 
To love is life, , Blſe life's bur ftrife, - | 
Oh that I vvere a Graduat in that Colledge, . 
VVhere Love is koyyn that paſſerhknovyledge;, TY 
VVhere ſmiling Saints do comprehend and dyrell, $. | - 
In Love incomprehenſible | Ward NS 
ven perfeQ Love caſts ut rormenting fear z " 
Nor their try jb is doybred-there : | | 
VVhere ll ye may ſee to igcerline 2 
Thy text vrith ifam ſhort. Notes of mine. 
Bur vyhilſt I'm lovy as earth, ſhact as a pay. 
Flat as a ſhade, narrowy.as Map, 
The height, length, depth, and breadch of Lovez0 mages | 
I have nor, fkill,my God, nor leiſure: | 3 
Love, that's as high, as Heav'n, for chence it came 
And thither yvith it bound I am. 
Love, that's as long, as lengths eternity 
Muſt ſay, hovy long, for ſo can't I, 
Love, that' i as drep, as Hel, fax thenee it. rook - , 
| Me; and the day's doyyn in my 
Love, that's, as broad, as fin, chac ſpreads all aver ; | 
Tet, _ thy Love my fin cM aj * 
The qnomer, yyhat Ho $ ep, | , 
Can tell, the diver gage the deep; 
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Bur I, poor Chi rppichalrpo ſell 
LOFE, though a monaſyll 
Lord Leonldihg noe mightourn 
To' aſhes, fo myſoul n 
And all my povyers, ett 
Reaching thy Love and life at | 
Lord, fiir this fire Anpd $44" 
Here's a poor Es APMODES, 
VVhich yer thou/(t laid, chou'lenor bite 
I bind it on thine Alrar, i in defirg, ._. 
Heay'ns favour ſet it all on fire! 


% 


/ 2ol "£Ovn 
"" Lord, hall Tererbe a Queſtionift ? 


Help me commence in Laye to Chriſt : 
Or ftill incept'ring? _ a \. 0921 Rane heart 
May once be maſter of th w 

But as I ſaid, matkought'l T heard one ſay, 
Avvay, bold Freſhman, you muſt ftay 
Tour time; there's many *n a, g'te this degree, 
And here there muſt no hudlings bee. 

Lord, if ic muſt be ſg, my novv Condition 
] tender to chine oven Tuirion, 
Tilll have berter arguments to 
I'm more proficient in thy Love. 

Charge thy ſelf vvich me. Me and all, chat's ming, 

Cubjec I to thy Diſcipline. | 
Lord, I vvill have no mind diſtin from ther, 
VVho givelt all; that's thine, to mee. 

If others aſk me, can you yvalk abroad? 

| Tle anfyver: go and aſk my God. 
| VVhere thou ſaiſt, go, chough fleſh od blood ſay, "Ys 
Te _—_ jiPy par th run that yvay. 
I, as I fear, Iſhall, cranſgreſs 

This lavy of Love, I novy expreſs; 
Fle humbly ftrip my ſelf next ſerious thought, 
Till thou haſt vyhipe _ for my flv't; 
Then kiſs thy rod cry, my God! 

Then if thou rea thy Favour, Lord, ſhalt be 
Like rain upon movyn graſs ro me, 
Or like vvarm Sun-bearns, that ſucceed ſome ſhovver,” 
. Till joyes poor Bud's a Full-blovvn floyver; | 

But Lvvill vvatch, left fone, Old Adge feed 
VVith joyes fair floyver ant” forth ſome vvee, 


VVhich, vvhen't firſt peeps, th ! reyeling knife Fle borroxy, .. 


Leſt the ground hargen by to 

Fle mark thine oye; a bert ighver Star, 
Than thar, that guides the Ver, 
My dull remiſneſs, Lord, thine eye ſhaltyyher” 
To more obſervance, yyhen ſharp ſet. 

Thy quick and hatly | look ſhi quicken mee 4 
A E_o_ Book, or kgee, * 


Fle 


he PPatch, thou giv &me, I le keep for thy ſake: 
advvind gy vyheh e're Tvy 
The ou gav'ſt me, that blood-guilded Book, 
Ile ever, ever in it look, 
ill I find thee there, and y ſelf thy beaury, | 
d learn to knoyy and do my duty. 
Then ſheyvihg to others, See the token, Love, 
[le ſay, hach ſent me from above: + 
Keeping the par que +57 an 
Diſcolour it vvith 
nleſs a rear Drop + 8 | 
The raſk, thou ſerſtme, Lord, I'le. not complain 
Thy vvork ſhall bemy vv! aid gait; 
lean, as Tean, Ile do't; full then 
My tears ſhall vyalhi it o're 
Thy ftrit comfnands and eve. dyoak ſhall be 
An hain of pure gold | to me., | 
Thine hardeſt ſayings, vvhen my Rtomacks queazig 
Love ſhall digeſt, and make them cafie. 
Thine is no Labans-ſervice, if it vere, 
LetLove tvvo Prentiſhips might hear : 
But to be bound, or held-in ny by 
Th y Royal Law, is 
Mine heart ſhall be leſs looſe, and yer word. largey 
Be'ng ftrercht outunto all thy charge 
And yyhere my life falls ſhort of either table, 
Lobe ſhall fulfil ; for Love is able. 
If thou vvile come, and cake an Invexicncy 
Of all, thats mine; Ile not be 
If thou vvilt ſearch and ranſack all, thare, 
I'le = thee, or thine help I'le crave. 
If ought, I have, diſpleaſe, or if 1 doubt, 
I vvill, for ſureneſs, . our. 
If I can pleaſure thee vvich oughs, thac nanjnng. 


I'le quit my Title, Lord, 'vs things. 
oF 


16" D OVE. IO 
IF mane heart fir thy walking, hoo ſhale have wk 
If not, yet Love ſhall mend | 
VVich ſuch clear f6lid otic ey'n'all rr 
- As yetcan vveep for ev'ry ſin;” 
VVaſhing thy feet; : VVhen then do'r ſee. | 
Mine heatt, be'ng thus poſſeſt, vvhen ſtrangers come, 
Tle ſay, than? take up'my r60m; 
Then if thou aſk, vyhoſe purſe, or parts are theſe ? 
T'le anſ'vver, thine, Lord/if thou pleaſe,” 
If on mine Hour-glaſs thou then lay thitic hand, 
And aſk, vvhoſe iFthisruitting' and? | 
Ile anſvver, Lord, the little, 's left; is thine: 
But, vyhat's run out, is nd'tnore tte: - | 
Or if thou aſk me, vvho are thoſe at thi door e” | 
Smiling on them ; I'le ſay, my poor, '* 
I'le draw my /Oub rt, wohient thy Lazar knocks, 
My Cupboard ſhall be th* pobr mins box. 
If others come, like thoſe poor Greebs, to mee 
VVith a Sir, vve vyould eſus ſee, 
Tle gladly celfthert| vv re rity Lora doth ſup;”*'" 
Do'ng all I can, to help them ur 
' others cur@thet Shiwret Bke;; if cv 
Caſtduſt, Ve blovv the duſtayvay'*" 
VVith f ;obs and groans; iPthey thin@honout fait 
T'le vveep and vvaſh it clean again?” 
Or elſe Ile chide, or fight} if thor ſhalt bid, 
(But firſt of all vvith Traytours, hid 
At homme.) I''eft#nd colonts, Yyhilif above 
Thy Banner over me is Love.” 
VVho ſues to be afavourite of nine, 
Yleaſkhimfirſt, if he be thine, -* ©© 
If not, T'le pray him, robereconcil'd * 
To thee, that ſo my Love to th*Child' | 
May all be found Thind at thebound; , 
Or, vvhen thy tende Lillte bleeds, my God, 
Torn vvith thoſe cruelthorns 'abrdad;'- 
Or rent vvith Shiſmes at home ar Yickrt-divifion} 
Vie, vvhatI can, pl 
Ve plead vvith thee vvith thenk?- if chings grovv CY 
Ile bleed my ſelf co turn the courſe : 


VVhen 


J Surely, mine Heart ſhall brokknibee, 

Thy Love hath lent mie allghabalim thats hin, / 

VVhy ſhould not then thy ſaresbemine ? | 

| My God they ſhalt ; but chieflyyizwhen my Paſkion, 

Or luſt provokes thine indignation: +134 of 

| Tlebe reveng'd on one, my; (lf; mean, 
And grieve, till thou art pleas'dagen.: 

Paſſions ſhall live Yke Gibeonizes;'icheir Lavy 

To hevv thy vvood and vyater dravv. 

So all, I have, ſhall ſerve thee, till knovv, 

My Love hath life, and find it grow. 

Lord, I'le account of all, as it canduces 

To help Loves groyvth, and ſerve its uſes. 

If inthe Sunſhme- of a proſp'rous ſtare 
My fire can't butn fo clear for that, 

[le rather chooſe ſome courteous cloods brag - 
Then ſee Loves holy fire not burn. 
Or if Ifail of ought , [ hece-profels, 
And thy rod can't my fault redreſs, 
Rather, then live thy grief, [eyieldt6 dye; 
So Love miflict the penalty, 
That paid my ſcore By 
If Love yetler me live grovving debtor, 
I'le ftudy hard, bur I'-live betterr> + 
Live ? Imean love; that's the Commandments end 
And that's the life, that I incend- . 

Though Love vvax cold abroad, and fin abound: | 
Hard Froſt o're ſpreading all the ground? | 
Shall ch' heat of Kirchin-fire be more increaſt, 

And not thy flames vvithin my breaſt? 

Lord, vvhat's a Silyer-tongue, if't cannot talk, 
A Golden Leg, if 't cannotuyvalk &+ / | 

Faith, that can Mountains move, vyhen'tis deſired? 
Or Martyrdome, if Love. be nt fired? 

VVhar, if I give my goods andall wy ſore, 

But not in Loſe, to-fece thiy poore ?:. 


Bur, if in Love a cup of vyater "ur. þ 


Though the drigk's mgan,the Gop'is Golds: - 
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ve runes my Pray 15 alice Praiſes mulicall ; - 

VVhich elſe at beſt but hovvl, or ball. 

Love makes tvyo Adites to God as anteprable, 

As if, to bririg tvyo yvorlds, 'tyvereable. 
True Love's rue beauty, beautigs elſe but paint 

No more an I, if Love 1 vvant: © 

Lord, help me put on Love vo keep my vvarm: 

To dwell 2 hob. ſecure from harm ; 

To walk is Love, till Love i'th* ftream do lead 

To Love, that is the Fountain head, 

Orth' Ocean, vvhich, if I can't comprehend 

Tie plunge into: thatin theend : 

Loſt I may bee, If /oft, in thee: 


Tet, vvhen I think, vyhat pen and narrovy rootth | 

Ith' Virgitts VVomb 
The God 0 Love lodg'd in, methinks, mine heart 
— May hold its part, 
Ttito mine heart O ſhed thy.Love abroad, 

My God! my God! | 
Both be'ng Spirit, vvhagcan better ſuiry 

Then th' Spirits fruit ? 
Drink, chitity [till thoubilh, or break; 

But never leak: 
The brokeri Heart and cruly contrite Breaſt 

' Holds Love the beſt;  » 
Andthe beſt Love; a Love, more roorthy then wities 

Lord, I meanithine... /' 
Then, as the purpoſe of dy Grace and Love | 

None can remove, 
Let me fo love thee, as to part and ſhoves 

Lord, ney f #4 82" . od 

irt,amnbleſt, vve lay ; iy G Lobe is 

es enidan 
And per ; xgrace, V 


Works rs Ore Faith can never; Lord, pliaſe thee; 
Nor profit mee. 

Faith wichous Lobe, cav't opgrate, ar njove, ; 
'But works by Lobe. 


| 


Toros Gree Band he und Fe 
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Kobe vyhen Tongues, propheſies, and knovy bd 
Ent'ring the Vail, _. 2» —_ 

Poſleſſerh, as Supream andbighef Grace, 
The Holieft Flace, \ 

VVhen Faith and Hope do thither vyait upon her, L 
As Maids of Honour, » 

Sole Love is left, as Queen of all the Graces, - 
In Gods Embraces. 

Mean vvhvile, Lord, to be ffek of Lobe to thee, 
Is health tomee. 

They, that have not this ffokneſe, have averſe / 
*” Plagne and curſe, | 


If any man love not rhe Lord Jews Choi, ht bom be Anathe- 
ma Maran-atha, t. Cor. 16:24 | 
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SEPEBUS 


PRAYER. 


Ext th' Trinity of Perſons and of Graces 
Mans three- main Duties Muſe and Method places. 
VVho vievyvs my God and Grace in all their Beauty 
Can't (1 ſhould think) but take delight in Duty. 
But vvho believes, hopes, loves, (I'm ſure of that) 
VVill love to Pray, 6 Hear, to Meditate, 
Pray rs the firſt breath, put forth in crying then, 
VVhen through ſad pemgs.poor ſouls are born agen, 
Heavn vvell commends Faiths midwifery, and layes, 
The Child's no fi/-born, for behold, he prayes, 
Pray'r is the rapper at Heay'ns door, Faith knocks, 
VVho's there, faith Lobe vvithin doors, and «nlocks. 
Pray'r is the key 5 vvhat c're the lock retards, 
Pray*r, old vvith mourning, gently ſlips the war: 
And moves the Spring, Gods heart. Doth Ephraim mourn ? 
The bolt gives back, Jehovah's bovvels turn. 
Pray's 1s afh Arrow from a well-bent heart j 
VVatch the R*ewrns, and ſee, vvhat*r vill impart , 
Of Heav'ns {attlligence ; i'th' Poods decreaſe, 
This moxrnful ove brings thi 0 meh of peace. 
Pray'r is the ſacred Beffows ; vvhen theſe blovy, 
Hovv muſically doth faiths, Oxygan goe 3 
Thus Pray'r proves Faith af Infrwment, and Love 
Anſvvers to this wind-muſick from above, 
In ſvyeet conſort vvith raviſhing conſent 
Upon that Late, ( that dear+ſtring'd Inſtrument) 
VV hoſe ſtrings ate Bowek of that Lamb, once ſlain, 
VVho makes che Mulick, bee'ng Alibe again. 
' is the ſacred Bellows, yyhen theſe blovy, 
Hovy doth that Libe-cole from Gods Altar glovy ! 
By Prayer Lobe burns to zeal ; and hot defire 


Baptianth the ſquls fevvel all vg fre. 
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Pray'y 


al ESA PRATER. _ uy 
- -Prog'rbeeath's-the gale, vvhileſt Faith doth wabipats | 
Ith' brittle 6ar& of mans frail mortal ſtate: 
Good Hope's the Cape : Fair HaSem, and fair wind / 
VVhilR Faith, in pray'r, ſteersthe low ballaft mind. 
Pray'r is Faiths Limbeck, there the Promile lies | 
And thence diflills ; mock not Pray'rs watey eyes. 
On th' knees of Pray'r Faith brings forth Promiſes 4 
As Bilh4 ſometimes bare on Rachels knees. , 
 Pray'r is Faiths Bucket, (Pray'r doth upvvard move, 
Dravving its waters from thoſe wells above ) 
Chain'd to that Bucker of the Bleſſing, {o, 
That that comes down, as this doth wpward go. 
Pray'r is Faiths Parmp, vvhere't yvorks till th' vyater come, * 
If”*t come not free at firſt, Faith puts in ſome ; 
Some truly penicential zears ; and then 
Pumping the Promiſe, payes it (elf agen. 
Prey'y is the Chriſtians -»/ſe ; Pray'r inſtantly 
The Temper, or Diflemper vvill deſcry. 
Some read, ſome ſing, and ſome their pray'rs can ſay, 
He's an Elias, that his pray'rscan pray. | 
Pray'r,ifting up its boly hands, can dart 
To He'ven that hand»granado of the Heart, 
Of che whole Heart, vyhich, kindled vvith deſire, 
In ferben7 motion breacks ſers Love on fire : 
Compaſſions burn ; He'ven ſufPring violence, 
Grovvs, to ſurrender unto man, propenſe. 
Pray'r's a chief piece of Faiths Artillery * 
Take a right ground, mount Pray'r, aym right, let fly, 
Doth Heav'n hold out? let Heaven hear from Faich, 
VVhat force Pray'r home charg'4 vvith a Promiſe hath, 
Doth Hell aſſault? ler ferbogy fire this Gun, 
And the report ſhall make bold Legion run. | 
Pray'ys Rhetorick commands, vvhen'r begs, and ſo 
Makes moſt $iForious, vvhom ic brings moſt low. 
Pray'r lifreth wp the Eyes, Hands, Heart, vve ſee; 
VVhen Pray'tmoſt humbly doth bow dow® the knee, 
Pra'r makes Man Prince with God ; doth Jacob kneel, 
Gaith King of Glory, Riſe up Iſrael? 
Pray'r, in the flent Hannah, loudly Prats ; 
Pray'r both Manaſſe's brart and priſon breaks. 
| H 3 Elijas 
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Elijabs Pray'r doth pierce the braſſie ſkies; 
And makey'the Tears toftandin HeaFens eyes, 
'Tis not a armed Amalek, canſtand, 
VVhen Pray'r lift up a Moſes's naked Hand. 
As Thunder-ftrurk Philiftines once did fall, 
Dovvn tumbles Rain, and rh' Enemy vvithall 
At th' Lightning Legtous pray. Oh! vyho can vvar, 
VVhere prebate Souldiers ſuch Commanders are? 
Pray'r, bee'ng aboard the great Leviathan, 
In vvhoſe cloſe Cook-room Fonab's ſhipt, poor man ! 
Makes Land, runs th' Hui on ſhare, und open breaks 
The Pris'ners vvay, by b/owing-up the, Decks. 
Pray'r undertakes to diſcipline the Sur, 
To teach that Giant Poſtures, vvhento Run, 
- VVhen to Retreat, romakea Halt, to ſtand. 
At praying Joſbua's word of Command 
This rovvling Eye ih Heavens brovy ſtands ſtilf, '/ 
*PVondrivy to fee Faiths Pray'r thus vvork its vvill.- 
Fifteen Degrees, vvhen Hezekiab pray'd; 
His Life, and ten the Sw# ran retrograde ; 
Thus Prey'r prevails in Heaben, Barth, and Seas; 
Add but its conqueſt over He# to thele, 
Hovy th' Ayre of Pray'r choakes the ferpentine brood 
Of that old creoked Dragon in the flood, 
Sin, Satans ſpawn, and hovy the imteſtine Thorne 
Is by true Pray'rs compunttior out-ryorne ; 
. Hoyy th' Meſſenger of Saten's btiffeted, 
VVho cameto 6»ffet ; hovy the Serpents Head 
Under the knees of Pray'r is /geez'dat laſt ; 
And Beel- zebub is himſelf out-caft © 
By the rare force of Pray'r, that grovys more ſtrong 
By Faſting, and more freſh by vvacching long. 
The ſumme of all is, Pray'rs tupendious Arr, 
To bind Gods hands,'and keep in hold his Hearr. 
Pray'r, impertuning this Sawp/on, hath found 
Himſelf revealing, hoyy he may be bound; 
 Ev'n God be bound, vvho's infinitely free; 
Ter ſaith co Faith and Ptay'r: Command ye me, 
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my 
{So anpaay 405 po A I — a 
The Prayer-hearing God, the Feather is; . 0 
The Pray*r&erfuming God,” that Sox of His 
(VVich flagrant, fragrant Incenſ&ofhis Merit) 
The Pray'r-inditing God, is God the Spirir. 
Pray'rs Tears are vwaſhtigGadsBlood, &its moans * - 
Are ayr'd vvith Gods unutterable groans ; Vi ** 
Thus Pray*rpreyailsvvith God: yet Praiſes ſhall 


Not Pray'y; byt th' God of Pray't victorious call, 


VVho's cf in AN, 


Pry alwayes with alt P 
perſeberence, Eph. 6. 18, 
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rayer, and watch therqunto with a 
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HEARING. 

Fi: Pray'r to Hearing I proceed, 


For that prepares for this indeed z 
But, vvho from Hearing tuzns his ear avvay, 
The Lord gbowwnates to hear bim pray. 
Heark! 'tis Gods Goice 3 can man forbeas 
To hear Him ſpeak, that made the Ear $ 
VVhy ſhould the Head of bearing Ears make ſhove; -, - 
Since ſuch Deaf Ears upon Mans Heart do grovy? | 
Heay'n did to poor Mans miſery 
Give eay, before he gave the Cry, pe 
Mechinks, s Saviours yvords ſhould all ſound do 
Aceuted yyith the Hrfentys of his Blood, ) 


VVhat vile Piſhoneffy a 
By Mans giſgracefull loſs JETT 
And yer ler rope mY mags knock ; 
Mans Heart cay bear rag ſoc 
No Cords x. 1 or Ve: 
Till M1 is overboard and\drown'd, . 
VVhen th' Serpent charms, thi ddder id has but vvhen 
Heav'n charms more yvilel re charm'd agen, 
Moſt vyhat I ſee a riſe Gi ſight, 
Moſt have two Ears, yet neither's Right, 
God gave them two, ' they'l by no means lead 
$0 much, as ope, to ſuch a bounteous Friend, 
Sure, ſuch a Friend vvould ſoon repay, 
By g'bing egy to vyhat they pray. 
God ever takes up Ears on Intereſt, 
Ang doth his greateſt Creditor pay- beſt, 
Thx gcach their very Ears to pray, 
VWinddprred yvhat God ſhall ſay. 
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HEARING. | 


The anciremmeir'd Ea bid God deny, | 
Refuſing Hims, that akerb; vvhen th 
The Deaf-car'd Fo is abhord, 1054 
And Men, like Idols, ofthe Lord, 
V Vho deafneſs plagues vvirh deafneſs, and doth tury 
His Ear from Dives, evhileſt his Tawgwe doth burn. 
Lord, therefore to Deaf Heavers give 
To libe to hear, to hear and libs; 
Tea, into th? Harbeft ſend" forth Labourers 
To kill thy floor by gathering in of Ears. 
Thou ſovv'ſt thy PPord as Seed, and then 
"Tis fie, thou reap the Ears of Men, 


As Mary weeping heard, till ſbowys of tears 


' Full yþefor thine ovvn reapimy made her Eavs, 


VVhat Heapes ſhall in thy 'Garners bee, 
VVhen Ears are circamcis/d by Thee? 
Fair Sion ſhall be like an heap of YVhear, 
That rownd about with Lillies is beſet. 
VVhen Malchus loſt an Bar, thy touch 
(A Sayiours ſkill and yertue's ſuch) 
Repair'd that Loſs: Lord, 'tis but 4s& and Habey 
Thou canſt figd Ears in Lazares his Grbe," 
Thou, Davids Heir of Dabidy Keys, 
Canſt ſbur and open, as chowpleaſe, 
Thy ſtill voice 18tid windrabd proud webes obey z 
Unto thy VVord let not MenoBavs fay Nay, 
Thou didit a ”ris'ngr once tipovy'r, 
( Judge Felix bee'ng Auditowr) 

To give the Charge, that took the Judge by th? Fav, 
More Bonds did then on th' Beweh, then Barr, appear, 
VVhea Heav'ns great Guns from eee ro tire 

According to thy VVordgibe fire, 

Kadeſb doth tremble; Hinder calbe for fear 

The howling Defarts and deaf Rocks give car. 
And is Mans Hear: monze wild? miore hard? 

More full of noiſes? ſtronger barr'd? 

Tet is the Ear tht hey-bots: Lord, put in 

Thy finger, then the ventleſtvvord vvill vom. 
All zur»; and moves; One Eph-phuths\ 


Removes obſtructions vat of thi vvay pg | 
H 4 
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Then th' Ear ſhall rrelcome every Goandward oo 
_ VVith a Come in, thay bleſſed of the Lord ! | 
| TheScriptures ſpeak of th* Leavned Bar 
Sure, then thy rongue mult teagh tolhear, 
Morning by morninglet, IP bons 
The heaby Ears of Mans dull mind to-wake. 
If Sons of God, fair Angels, ſtand 
VVaiting the Sox of God's Command, 
CVVhich, vvhen it comes, who ſees theſe Holy things, | 
Might ſee their Ears converted into wings.) | 
If the Deaf Debillenids an Ear, 
Not led by Love, but forc'd by Fear, -.. 
Andif the Sword, Plague, Famine ontly knovy + 
By hearkning to his VVord their Come and Go ; 
In vain doth poor Man top hisEar, ;, 
And ſay in's Heart, hee'l never hear. f 
Harvefts bring Ears; and{fuch is the FVorlds end : 1347 
Graves muſt find Hearers then z The dead attend. :. 
Then Happy he, that ſooner heard, 
Hearing before for afterward ; 
God had his Egris.on Earth, and doubtleſs he 
Shall vvith full ſheaber: repaid in Heaven be. 
If Sol'mons SerBants vvere ſo bleſt, 
That comn'dtheir Leſſon from his breaſt, 
Hovv happy 're thoſe Diſciples then, vwhoſe Ears 
Are tun'd to the 2rve-Muſick of the. Sphe4rs ? 
VVhere the Firff Mobey is Free mee 3 
Free Pur poſe moves i'th' ſecond place z | 
. Third Orbe's theYPordof Gmteyin vyhich do ſhine _ 
As many Stars, as Promiſes Divine. \ ©, | 
Theſe Leffons ſadivine, ſo good, F 30 
(The Orbes bee'ng oy? din Saviours blood) 411.4 10.424 
Do ſo divinely correſpond, that'ſo \.: MY 
Needs muſt the Heorer the Dibiner grovv. TWENTY. 
Then comes that holy Twrile Debes 14% 41 bh 
Gently deſcending fromabavey +. 2162” 
' Anditealing through the Earth bolrinca th! heart, | 
Doth Heabr's Intelligence on Earth 1 InpRrt; vim 4 4h 
This is a joyfull ſaxndcindeed, TY 
VYhae Halcyon-dayes ſhall hence ures! 


Tit HogiTooror make makes DFR 

Chriſts voice to his Diſciples is A8 bail! 
If God,, that rules all other vyhere, * Se i; > thp-.7 

Lov's ſo to move the Orb of th* Ear, _—_— 

Sure, then the aefod of the Lordare they, __ 

That bearin hearken, hearkening that ndyy, \W.4 
The humble Hearer may ifivite - AQ), 

God gueſt-vviſeto a diſht Delight, 

A fervent whole-broke-heart, ferv'd up in Tears; 

The Bread bee'ng made o*th' contrite hearers Ears, 
Nay, God invites himſelf to ſap, 

VVhere ſuch delights are fo ſery'&up 

By a clean hand: yvhere th' ear and the heart 'kepe hay 4 

God is Mans Gueſt, and Heay'n'yvill pay the bot.” "g's 
Aletter H. isnot, ſay vve, 

Let Hearing then mine Earing be. ' 

Thou God of [/raet! borethy Serfants Bay, 

That I initthis FeweMtill may wear 


' 
Let ehery one be ſwift ro hear, But be ye vers of the FVord, aud 
not heares onely, deceBing year own ſub, Jam. I: 21244 
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MEDITATIO 


N. 
Come to ling the laſt, but not the leaſt, 
Be'ng that, that clencherh in mans mind and breaſt 
Thoſe Nails, th' Allemblies maſtres drive; 
Not r' eat, but to digeft, makes thrive. 
Svvegt,facred thing ! Czleſtial Contemplation / 
Old Enochs Trae, young [/aac's Recreation. 
That farniſheſt mans choughtfull breaſt 
VVith Greateſt York, and Svyectelt Ref. 
Irael's ſweet Singer ug'd, yvben firſt avvake, 
His Lark-like Riſe bo thy wings to-rake ; 
VVith vvich he made his morning fi:gbt ; 
Of vvhich his Fegther- bed at night, | 
| The nimble Life-guardof thit Royal mind, 
" VVere Thougbtg, by thee divinely diſeiplin'd; 
Marſhall'd in each dayes front and rear ; 
Greatneſs, thus guarded, knovvs no fear. 


VVhen anxious muſings vvpalld'igvade _ * ul ; 


VVhen Cares vvould clog. of make it oul, 
Thou didſt exonerite, Thy chill | + / _ 


Did till prepare the Somach pill, - 
Thy Phyſick having vy ts ”—_ bungrybralth 

Thine hopefull Patient re-ſl 'dbyftealch, \, 

Then thou that hin dt drain 


And break the Bee, that —— — 

The Fat, the ſweet, vvhich from the Promiſe lovves, 
(VVhereaf the ſenfuall vyorldling nothing knovys.) 
Thus Meditation firit /ers right, 

Then /at:ates the Souls Apperate, , 
+ Man'sfed vvith Mearns, void of ſurfers fear, 
VVhere Meditation's Cook, Digeſtion'; clear : 
Morrals, thus fed vvith Angels fare, 

F into 4dngels arcy 71 | 


dy ? 
* 


MEDITATION. 


__ By Contemplation vvas that Davling dreft, | 
VVhen Gueſt-vviſe Heaveh bad him ro a fraft \ 
John's cloath'd im ſpirit, vyhen they call | 
To keep the Lords Dayes feſtival. & 


In Contemplations Monnt yvho dvell, can Aretch 
Their hand ta Heay'n that farry Crown to reath; 
And dreſs themſelves in'that bright Swn, 

VVhilſt wnder foot they tread the Moon. 

In Contemplation Piſgah they, that have 
At oncea vievv of Canaan, and their grave; 

(In this vvorlds Deſart vvearied) 
Do vvillingly undreſs ro Bed. 

Syveet ſacred Meditation 1. may bee 
FFProught, recxeated, garded thus by om 
Phyſick'd and fed by thy Diſpenſatory 
By thee be dref# vvich w_ prepar we for Glory! 


l, 


Hen learn, O man ! ta;part betvyixt 
Deatd Earth, and th' earth, veherervich thou" remit; 

Sure, YYalk of Clay may higher rf 0s . 
Then vvhat in earths dead - on lies, 

The Soul vvich Earth's alre: dy clad, 
Earth updn earth vvould make more ſad, 

Shall wings make m2 ne Mowntains fly 2 
Shall hand5tirch Ex-:b unto theſky ? 

Then dwng-bill /rones ſcale Heaben may, 

And Mu-k-wory; creep i'th' Milkie way. 

To carry Eg yth to Heab'n ſome think : 
Burt muſt E&/th riſe ? or Heaven:ſfink ? 

Ne;c Earth, nor Heaven muſt be their prize; 
Bur a fools (Mah'mets) Paradiſe. 

If yer thine Earth to Barth adhere, 

uen letthe dead the dead interre : 

If chou can't f+ the inferior part ; | 
Tet, as Gods Offering, heave thine heart, Jn gt” 

Th Body' s but thy Beaff, and ſure, Joey 
All elſe is bur its faernituge: 
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 ILtavethen thy hea$y 5a. ; 
Up to the place, that God ſhall ſhovy ! 
Earth's ever moving to.Barths Center ; 
Man's for a more ſublime Advenr' : 
"Tis pitty; Duſtin th' Fire, or Eye, 
Should hinder a Celeftial ſpite. 2 
VVith lumbering Bady leave behind } 
The lovy, th' ignoble ſerbile mind : 
Such men, I mean, as can't out-paſh 1». 
Old Abrahb'ms Serbants, or his Iſs, 
The ſecret ſeeker onely knovvs, | 
VVhat ſecrets Heaven can diſcloſe. ; 
Gods Holy of Holies till ſhuts out 
The bulgar and uwnhohby roar. 
-. In ſecrete places of the ſtairs 
And clefts of Rocks lye mine affaires. 
Ange: vvill ſcarce in crowds appear. 
VVe ſay : The few'r the better chear. 
If buſie Anis of mole-hill Birth 
Promiſcuouſly converſe on Earth, 
Letth' High-horn *ird of ParadIf6, 
Scorning the Exyth, ſtil: Cale the shies. 
An Ant-bill and Exchange 22ree, 
Save, Men the greater Triflers bes. wy 
Thus mortals toy! tq live below, 
VVhileſt Man by toyl to Heab'% might $9- C 
VVhat though thou've been ſhort-winu2al? ſure, ©, 
Heabn's hill can Earths green ſickneſs care. 
Or vyhat needſt dread the Fourneyes length, 
VVhileſt all along thy way's rhy ftirength ? 


Il. 
Ee'ng thus aſcended, binde and {{aughten 
Thy fin, thine Onely child of Laughter. 
In this Mownt God will ſoon be fren, 
If ſome Dear fin don't intervene; 
Dear Sin indeed ? vvhileſt Angels [cl 
Their rf Efates for it and Hell. 
Dear Sin ! vyhileſt for its busks,quen. de 
Fais Heavens boy/bold-brcad forgo. 
pvzi9.) F 


A pre- 


Rf6DtretoNt - 
"T ”_— Taſ þ and future LI 
Is the beſt Income, Sin can "name. 
'Tvvas Sin, eclyps'd the Angels Lyon, I 
And vvhat brought them, vvill keep thee, dow. , 
Man doſt not ſee, hoyv C#erubiftand © 
VVith flaming fvvords on every hand, 
From ape of ſuch to guard Lifes Tree, 
As of dead works the vyorkers bee? © 
Ah! Guilty ſoul, dear'ſt look abroad, oT 
Or «nagreed dar'ſt walk with God? ; 
To reconcile dar'ſt thou aſpire 
Thy drofs vvith that conſuming fire ? 
Sure, ſuch Atro#iment ſhall begin, 
VVhen ſin proves grace, orgy proves /n. 
Since Earth's too dead, too dark, too low } 
Sure, Hell ro Heab'n ſhall never go. 


[1], 


Ee'ng thus far ohyvard.in this feep, 
VVouldit further climbe? then learn to __ 
VVho try, can tell, th*4ſcexzs, like theſe, 
Are the beſt ical'd on thi bands and knees. 
Angels firſt roſe, then fel; and ſo 
By grovving #09 high, becameſs low, 
But Chrift did raiſe his Rayal Creſt 
By building ſuch a /owly neft; 
The Phariſee, that riothing knovvs 
Of the true Temple, boldly goes 
[nts its ſhadovy;there to boaſt 
Reckning proud fool without bis Hoſt | 4 
The Publica doth ſmite upon " Ms 
His Heart, as if 'tvvere made of fo oo: 
VVhich fone deſpiſed, though't lay belovy 
Did to-&-Temple ſooner grovy. 
Unto Gods Altar nakedneſ7! 
God ſuffers ta have noacceſs : _ 
A” indovymencs of mens minds yve all 
ir ertsr mn , importihg proven 
Patrs can decent by” 
Unleſ cloath'd vvith humilitite 
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3s The rmghet # rothe low 

VVho m_— their ovvn, ſh 7 I 

In duſt and aſhes ſelf abhor'd 

Are the accepted of the Lord. - 

Moſt flaring fair-Fac'd Dina's are 
"Rane wndone for being fair : 

The beil'd Rebekah I[ant takes, 

And his dear boſom-cohſort makes. 

Hovy can a near 4cquaintence grovy ? 
VVhileſt God proud hearts far off doth knovy ! 
Proud hearts know no? chemnſelbes, and then 

Sure, Heay'n muſt needs be out of hen 
VVhileſt the $oid Hire and yyorthleſs vvind 
Brooks no vvay to be down confin'd, 
- | Earthquakes muſt all chings overthrovy 
Rather, than empty air keep loyy ; 
Gems, Fewels ; India's Treaſures, dvyell 
In meaneft Caverns /ow roof d Cell. 
Thus fromthe Pots the Lord doth take 
And into Crovvns his Treaſurer make. 
VVould'ſt thn be profited by mee, 
From earth, fin, and proud ſelf get free. 
Tet 'tis a Trinity in 
After the vvhich vvith ringed ſpeed 
I yvyould purſue, and ever may 
Both Body, Soul. and Sprric, pray. 
| He, vyhom 1 ſeek, and ever ſhall, 
Is THREE, and ONE; and ONF and ALL, 


Meditate wpon theſe —_ give thy ſelf wholy to them, that thy 
0 al, [. Tim. 4+ 15+ 
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